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CHAPTEK I. 

ARY, you must try and get quit 
of Miss Wharrie." 

" Why, mamma ? She 

suits me admirably, and the 
girls are so fond of her." 

"But look at your brother, dear; he 
has grown suspiciously sentimental over 
her." 

" And what though ? She would be a 
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charming little wife for him. Well 
educated, pretty, and so loving ! Indeed, 
mamma, I cannot see what better you 
would desire." 

" Nonsense, child. Whoever, to hear 
you speak so, would for one moment 
imagine you were the grand-daughter of 
SirEeochMuller? ,, 

" I suppose not. I probably take after 
the plebeian side of our house." 

" Stop, stop, Mary, — let us not leave 
the subject ; try and view it in 3 serious 
light. Eidley, my eldest son, newly 
elected minister of Linton, to marry a 
governess, who never has satisfied you 
as to whom she belongs ! " 

" Oh, mamma ! don't be so hard on 
the poor child; she has evidently come 
through great trouble; but anyone may 
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see from her countenance she is of no 
common descent." 

" All the same, my daughter, she must 
be put out of Ridley's way." 

"Well, well, I will look into the 
matter, and ask Vincent how I am to 
proceed." 

" Who is talking of me ? " said a tall 
gentleman, entering the room. 

"How glad I am you are home, 
darling ! " said Mrs. Mobray. " Mamma 
is almost expiring with fear about her 
eldest son being carried off by a young 
lady." 

" Sad news, my wife. What is it, 
mamma?" said he, addressing Mrs. 
Crawford. 

"I am getting afraid of Ridley and 
your beautiful governess, Vincent; and 
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was suggesting to Mary the propriety of 
having her removed from Broomlee." 

"I have certainly noticed he is very 
attentive in that quarter. Yes, Mary, 
dear, it would not look well in Eidley 
running off with our governess, — more 
especially when he is settled so close 
beside us, in the Linton church.' ' 

"Well, well, dears, have your own 
way; but recollect I am not to be the 
one to dismiss her. I am well aware my 
brother loves her dearly; so be very 
guarded. You are not going to blight his 
opening career?" 

Had Mrs. Mobray known all, she need 
not have distressed herself about dis- 
missing Miss Wharrie. Unfortunately, 
the parlour door was open, and the poor 
girl heard all that was said as she sat in 
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the nursery watching the children, while 
their ordinary attendant was engaged in 
some other duty. 

She felt sadly troubled. Just that 
morning Eidley had asked her to be his 
wife, and she, poor child, felt so very 
happy. But if his mother thought thus, 
she must go. She would enter no family 
against the parents' wishes. 

She knew this evening was to be spent 
at Carsendin, so pleading a headache, she 
remained at home; and having packed 
up all her small belongings, she got the 
under gardener, as he was going some 
errand with the dog-cart, to drive her 
within a mile of Edinburgh, where she 
procured a conveyance to the house of 
the old nurse with whom she resided 
before she went to live at Broomlee. 
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young man; lie had only the previous 
week been appointed helper and suc- 
cessor to Mr. Cavendish at Linton, and 
was so enamoured of Caroline Wharrie 
as to dream of her being his other self, in 
that pretty quiet manse, at present being 
set in order for him. But his mother's 
foolish pride has disturbed his dream, and 
he is left alone. The other two members 
of the family are very young, 

"Dear Miss Caroline, why are you 
here ? " said Mrs. Pryde. 

"Alas! nurse, I am doomed to be 
unfortunate. I was happy at Broomlee, 
and so safe — and here I am, again placed 
that I might be taken at any moment." 

" Poor dear ! I could wish your uncle 
would relent and take you home without 
that sad .condition-" 
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"He never will, — as soon as I am 
caught he will force me to marry Lord 
Haverdale, and I would rather die; it 
would be worse now than ever, for I have 
given my heart away. And, nurse, dear, 
his mother despises mel " 

" Indeed, my darling : you see you 
were wrong — you should have let me tell 
yon sweet young thing ; she would have 
made it all straight for you. Despise, 
indeed ! Sir Henry Malcome's niece, the 
daughter of a worthy officer, who fell in 
his country's cause ! You -are as good, if 
not better than them." 

" No, no, dear nurse — my heart will 
break. I loved them all so, and dear 
Eidley — he was a perfect treasure." 

u It will all come right, dear : we will 
commit it this night to the Lord, He 
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only can direct our goings ; but you must 
retire to rest now, you look very tired." 

" Not till I write a short note to Eidley : 
I should not like him to form a mean 
opinion of me." 

So saying, she wrote, — 

' ' Dear Eidley, — 

" I must bid you farewell. Do not try 
to look for me — it will be useless. I could 
never enter a family where I should be 
despised : forget me, and wed someone 
more worthy of you. Ask your sister to 
forgive me, and thank her for all past 
kindness. 

" C. Wharrie." 



Consternation reigned in Broomlee 
when Mrs. Mobray returned, and found 
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the governess gone. The little ones flew 
everywhere, shouting her name ; but in 
vain : no answering voice replied — and no 
one could exactly tell how she went. 





CHAPTER II. 
5HEN Ridley received Caroline's 
note he did not know what 
to niiike of its contents. Who 
could it be that she referred 
to? He thought and perplexed himself 
over it till far on in the morning, when 
as the time-piece slowly pealed forth one, 
two, three, he quickly rose, thinking the 
most sensible plan would be to retire 
to reBt, as the other members of the 
family had done some time before. 

The next morning being Saturday, he 
could not proceed to Edinburgh, but 
wrote a short note, entreating her to re- 
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turn and change her mind. He thought- 
lessly laid it on the hall table to be 
posted with the rest, and then set out on 
his way to Broomlee, to get an explana- 
tion from Mrs. Mobray. 

" Here comes brother Kidley, auntie," 
cried Ada and Pauline, rushing off to 
meet their much loved friend. 

"How are both my heather-bells to- 
day ? " said he. 

"Well, dear Kidley," exclaimed both 
at once, seizing each a hand to conduct 
him to the house. 

" Do you know, Kidley," said Pauline, 
" our governess has run off ? " 

"And, oh!" exclaimed Ada, "she 
went in style, with Willie Wilson, in the 
dog-cart; — just fancy her taste. But, 
Ridley, I wish she were back, she was 
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real jolly ; though, by the way, that was 
an expression she didn't tolerate." 

" What took her away, dears ? She 
should have stayed." 

" Ha ! ha ! " laughed romping Ada, 
" that's the best of all. I heard Mildmay 
say — ha ! ha ! Eidley, — it was because 
you were too sweet on her." 

"Which Means," explained her more 
sedate sister, " that you were head and 
ears in love, and grandmamma didn't 
approve." 

" Hush ! " said he, laughing in spite of 
himself; "you are far too little girls to 
speak upon such subjects." 

"It's a fault, dear brother, that's 
mending every day," said Mrs. Mobray, 
meeting him at the door. " What were 
they talking about ? " 
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"We will speak of that at another 
time. My young friends have holidays 
just now ? " 

"Yes, dear," said his sister, turning 
her face in another direction. " Miss 
Wharrie left us rather unexpectedly ; but 
come out to the lawn, and we will talk 
the matter over. 

" It has been a great grief to me," con- 
tinued she. " The last night mamma was 
here she spoke rather loudly. Caroline 
unfortunately had been in the nursery 
watching my little boy, while nurse was 
otherwise occupied. She heard all that 
was said, dear. How my heart ached for 
her, — with all her former griefs. Nurse 
said she could compare her to nothing 
else, on entering the room, short of one 
of our alabaster figures. She made her 

2 
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take some rest ; then, while we were at 
papa's house, she took flight with poor 
Willie, who could not understand what 
was the matter, but did what she told 
him." 

" Dear sister," said he, "what am I to 
do ? I thought she was mine, dear girl. 
To have my dream of life so rudely 
snapped ! ' ' 

" Dear Eidley, try to think it is for the 
best. Mamma would never agree to your 
marrying her, — she is dead against it." 

" I must have her though, sister mine. 
I love her dearly, and feel it impossible 
to lose her." 

" Think, my dear boy, of your position 
as a preacher of the Gospel ; you must be 
consistent ; and besides, mamma would 
make such a scandal of it." 
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"I do wish she would let me alone. 
When I set up in Linton surely I am to 
be out of the jurisdiction of Carsendin ? 
Besides, Mary, dear, I have given my 
whole heart to her, and I think it hardly 
fair in mamma interfering." 

"I liked her myself, brother, but Vin- 
cent says, with mamma, you are young 
enough; leave marriage for a year or 
two yet." 

" Thank you for your sage advice, 
Mary; I will go, however, into Edin- 
burgh, and see her on Monday." 

"Don't be rash now; think of all the 
consequences. I have got sad informa- 
tion this morning, dear. Dr. Eobb says 
he fears our wee treasure is hopelessly 
blind. However, a year or two must 
elapse before anything can be done." 
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"Dear Mary, how I grieve for you. 
God grant you the needed grace to bend 
to His will. But my little nephew has 
not numbered even years, sb I trust 
matters will improve." 

" I do hope so. Try and look on your 
own affliction in the same light." 

Eidley returned home fully determined 

y 

to act as he said. But on Sunday even- 
ing his father had a second paralytic 
stroke, from which, it was feared, he 
would never recover; and by the time 
he could leave him safely alone, he found 
on reaching Edinburgh that Caroline 
had left a few days before for Liverpool, 
with a family going out to Canada. 

Mrs. Pryde kindly gave him every 
information, telling him how grieved her 
child was, and glad to have the oppor- 
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tunity of quitting the land where her life 
had heen so emhittered. She suggested 
his following them to Liverpool, as she 
felt sure a few days would elapse before 
they sailed. So he returned home, 
determined the next day to go in search 
of her ; but of course was unsuccessful, 
— as he found, on his seeking the place 
of embarkation, that the Levant had 
sailed four hours before. 

Utterly hopeless, stunned, and be- 
wildered, he scarcely knew where he was 
going; but wandered on, till turning 
round a corner, he came upon an old 
coUege friend of his. 

"Dear me, Crawford, where have you 
dropped from? I was thinking of you 
this very morning, wishing you might 
be as happy in your new charge as I am 
in mine." 
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" Thank you, Clifford, I am well and 
happy so far ; but God grant, dear friend, 
you may never have your life's happiness 
wrecked as mine has been." 

"What is wrong, Ridley? " said he, 
noticing for the first time the pallor of 
his face. " Here is my house ; come in ; 
you must reside here as long as you are 
in Liverpool." 

" Thanks, kind friend, I will. But I 
must return to-morrow; I shall be ex- 
pected/ ' 

He told Mr. Clifford his story, who 
kindly felt for him in his deep sorrow; 
but at the same time advised him, since 
she had not answered his note, to let the 
matter lie over for a short time. 

Little did he know, poor fellow, that 
the missive had never reached its destina- 
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tion ; for his mother, on lifting the letters 
to be posted, spying this one, took it and 
put it in her pocket, mentally ejaculat- 
ing— 

" Glad, my boy, to be able to do you 
such a kind service. You will thank me 
for it some day." 

He departed home next day, ill both in 
mind and body. The following morning 
he was not able to rise ; and before the 
afternoon looked seriously ill. Dr. Eobb 
was caUed, and pronounced it brain 
fever. For the next fortnight great 
anxiety was felt about him, both in the 
family circle and amongst the members 
of the Church, who all grieved for the 
brilliant young minister, who was making 
such a sure place in their affections. 

His youth and good constitution 
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triumphed; and by God's blessing resting 
on the means used, he was once more 
raised up in life. But his merry hopeful 
smile had vanished, and a sad expression 
was spread over his countenance. He 
was complacent to them all, never once 
reproaching his mother for her share in 
his misery. He stated decisively, as soon 
as he was strong enough, he would go to 
his new home ; and good Dr. Eobb was 
urgent for the change, in hope of chasing 
the melancholy away. Old Mr. Crawford 
could not comprehend what had gone 
wrong ; and it was a standing grievance 
with his lady that he should sym- 
pathize so much with that governess. 
She never could forget her own father 
had been a baronet, owning some property 
on one of our loveliest Highland lochs. 
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Meanwhile Airs. Mobray had taken in 
hand the furnishing of the manse, and 
placed an old valued servant as house- 
keeper, who knew all his history, and 
would try to make everything pleasant 
for him. 




CHAPTEB III.. 
tEX. weeks have- passed away, and 
the weather proving propitious, 
we find Me. and . Mrs. Syme, 
Caroline, and the two little -girls, 
located in. a retired spot in Montreal, 
where Mr.. Syme had been called, to one 
oC the first - churches ;there. Tfiey were 
all' delighted, with the change,.. Caroline 
especially, feeling she must .be out of all 
danger, yet casting, many &• longing 
thought to her lost; lost love.-. Was it 
poasibley. after all hia protestations, he 
had ' forgotten her ? She feared so ; she- 
would try to think God knows best ,, but 
iS wa&veirj hard to do it. . 



THE STAR * OP - HOPE. 27 



Mrs. Syme^ a delicate fragile creature, 
utiarly unfitted., for the cold climate, 
soon drooped-' and-' faded, and in six 
months her * dear dust was committed 
to the grave, leaving behind' her two 
little -daughters,- whom' she tenderly com- 
mitted -to Caroline's care.-- 

"Mind them* dear Miss Wharrie," 
said she, a few days before she died; 
"■ stay with my dear husband; and com- 
fort himv Bfo will be very lonely/' 

"Liwilli dear lady; but has- neither 
Mir. Syme-nor^you a- sister- who could be 
near them^v" 

"- No -friend in this- wide world, ~4&ar. 
You have? been very kind* to -me, and )the 
little ones love> you so fondly: promise, 
dear, to be a mother to them in this land 
of- strangers. And - you* know papa wilt 
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always look after you and keep you from 
harm." 

" Dear, dear friend," said Caroline, " I 
promise, with God's help, to do my best 
for them." 

" Tell the little ones," said Mrs. Syme, 
"when they grow older, how much I 
loved them, and how earnestly I have 
ever prayed they may live to be great 
blessings to their papa. And, oh ! tell 
them," continued she, " to let this world 
have a very slight hold of their hearts, 
that the great love may be centred on 
their dear Saviour. Perhaps the day 
may even come, Caroline, when another 
may better fill my place ; God grant the 
choice may be wise. Oh, our Heavenly 
Father," continued she, straining her 
eyes up, "perchance it may be even 
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this lovely giil. What happiness to 
me!" 

The crimson tide flowed over Caroline's 
face as she said, " I will try, dear lady, 
to do and remember all your kind injunc- 
tions to the little ones," and she fondly 
stroked her hand. 

Gradually, after this conversation, 
Mrs. Syme sank — resigned, peaceful, and 
happy. She seemed eager to set out on 
this last delightful journey, as she ex- 
pressed it, with her dearest Friend. 

The day at last dawned when all that 
was mortal of this Christian lady was 
committed to the grave. The poor 
husband seemed well-nigh broken-hearted, 
and the two little ones clung to Miss 
Wharrie as if afraid to move from her 
side. 
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She felt sadly alons — perplexed how to 
act. In many ways she felt as if a new 
course of life was opened before her, and 
in the solitude of her own chamber, when 
at length her little charges had sunk to 
rest, she knelt down and prayed God to 
give her strength to perform aright the 
arduous duties placed before her. 

Here we will leave her, happy and 
beloved, and return to our friends in 
Scotland. 

The day on which Eidley first com- 
menced housekeeping, Mary arranged a 
small party, for him, of his near relations. 
Kind old Mr. Cavendish invited himself, 
and the happy faces assembled caused a 
smile to irradiate the young minister's 
face, who, seeing the endeavours they 
were all making to drive away his sorrow 
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and mitigate his load of care, felt cheered 
and comforted beyond belief. Mr. Caven- 
dish was much pleased, and expressed 
himself greatly delighted with his young 
helper. 

" Dear Kidley," said his sister, after 
they had all left, " I hope you feel better 
able now to bear your cross." 

" Yes, Mary, I have been thinking over - 
the matter, and I fear she must really**- 
have given up caring for me, or she would 
have replied to my note of entreaty." 

"We will not infer too much, my 
brother, only your happiness is very dear 

V 

ft 

to me." *. 

"Ah! sister mine, I know that well; 
but her image is so impressed upon my 

heart that I can never forget, her." 

" I wonder," said Mary, " who it is that 
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has bought Tinnella. I believe the house 
is to be occupied next week." 

" A retired bishop," said Ridley. " Mal- 
come, I think, is the name. Mr. Caven- 
dish knows him well. He is very rich ; 
a bachelor, but in extremely delicate 
health. I hear his household consists of 
an old housekeeper and three servants. 
But," continued he, "we shall soon be 
able to judge for ourselves, as he will 
appear in church next Sunday," saying 
which the two parted for the night. 

Our young minister felt relieved at 
being his own master, away from the 
monotonous control of home. Some- 
times a thought of his poor old infirm . 
father would steal over him — how much 
he would miss him, in shielding him 
from the cutting sarcasm of his mother, 
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his younger brother, in a measure, being 
still a child. He was busily engaged in 
the duties of his parish. He took up 
many long neglected cases, and his kind- 
ness and delicate attention to the sick, 
whether rich or poor, soon endeared him 
to them all. 

Mr. Cavendish felt proud of him, and 
in his declining years, looked forward to 
this bright young life as his successor in 
every good work. 

Ridley felt a great interest in the 
children of his congregation, and so 
effectually brought them together, that 
in the short period of six months his own 
Bible-class was filled to overflowing, and 
the usual Sabbath classes in the same con- 
dition. Everyone remarked what a change 
for the better had come over Linton. 
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Meanwhile, another governess filled 
Miss Wharrie's place, Mrs. Mobray 
taking care this time to select one 
more advanced in years. 

Two years have passed away, bringing 
their varied changes, old Mr. Crawford 
gradually nearing his long home. It was 
a pleasure to every member of the family 
to minister to his wants, his wife even 
softening her harshest tones when enter- 
ing his room. He died so calmly one 
bright morning, that he must hava been 
some hours gone before anyone supposed 
he was not merely sleeping. 

His death cast a dreadful gloom over 
the poor old lady ; but it bore this good 
fruit, that for the future Carsendin was 
ruled with more love and affection. 

Colonel Crawford was followed to the 
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grave by a small loving band of Mends ^ 
everyone bearing testimony to bis good 
works and noble deeds of kindness. He 
left a large fortune, to be equally divided 
amongst his four children, his widow 
still to enjoy possession of Carsendin, 
when, at her death, it would pass to 
Eidley. 

A young orphan, a cousin's daughter 
of Mr. Crawford's, came to pay the 
widow a visit, to cheer her up a little. 
She was a lovely girl, barely eighteen, 
but very delicate. 

She was soon a special favourite with 
Winny and Osborne, who dearly loved 
her, and quite agreed with mamma that 
she ought to be the future lady of the 
manse. 

" Eidley, my son," said his mother one 
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day, about six months after his father's 
death, " don't you admire Myra ? " 

"I do, mamma. She is very charm- 
ing ; so simple and unassuming, too ; she 
will be a pleasant companion for you all." 

" Yes, dear; but that is not what I 
aim at. I wish I saw a prospect of her 
being installed over here, sharing all 
your griefs and sorrows." 

" Mother," decidedly answered he, " I 
have no love to give her. You know 
well my heart went from me long ago, 
and she who then won it, still wears it." 

" Nonsense, boy ; let that foolish epi- 
sode pass away. Try to think on it in 
this light : she has gone nearly three 
years, and must have forgotten you alto- 
gether. You are just wasting your life 
pursuing shadows." 
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" Shadows or phantoms, mother dear, 
my mind is made up." 

"Time works changes, son. I hope 
you may yet change your mind. ,, 

"Please drop that miserable subject, 
mamma. I had a call this morning from 
the proprietor of Tinnella." 

"Indeed, dear. How does he look 
now? Is his health much improved? " 

"He seems to think himself better; 
but I fear he has some heavy load of 
care on his heart. What brought him 
to-day, was to ask if old Janet Green 
was a fit object for charity. He is very 
liberal, though Mr. Cavendish says, in 
his younger days he was the opposite 
extreme. I gave him a long list of poor 
folks requiring extra comforts in this 
severe weather." 
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" I am glad to hear that, dear ; there 
are so very many aged people needing a 
helping hand." 

" I am to go over to Tinnella and 
dine with him next Tuesday, so that we 
may have a long talk." 

" Mamma," said Ossie, entering the 
room, " John wishes you to come now, 
as one of the horses is very restive." 

" Come along, Eidley, with us, to see 
Mary; poor thing, she is so grieved." 

" I will, mamma, with great pleasure." 
And the two entered the carriage. 

There had been great sorrow at Broom- 
lee. Scarlet fever had entered, and the 
two golden-haired little nieces, under 
its withering influence, first drooped, 
and then died. Their aunt was incon- 
solable for their loss, and it was only 
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when remonstrated with by her brother 
on the probability of killing herself and 
leaving her own two little ones, she tried 
to cheer up, and ultimately succeeded. 

Ridley was constant in his attendance 
on the little ones ; and the sweet assur- 
ance they gave him of having Jesus for 
a friend, took away the parting, bitter 
sting of death. 

Their father, in India, was grieved at 
their loss ; but still he knew that, with 
the wife he had married, the dear infants 
could never have had a happy home with 
him. " How wisely, dear brother,' ' he 
wrote home, " God orders all events." 

When Ridley and Mrs. Crawford ar- 
rived at Broomlee, they were welcomed 
by Winny and Myra, who had walked 
there earlier in the forenoon, and were 
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enjoying a comfortable chat, sitting on 
the lawn. 

" I say, Eidley," said Winny, " don't 

you recollect Alice Brown?" 

"Yes, I do, dear. She married Mr. 
Strachan, and went out to Canada seven 
years ago, I think." 

"Well, she is home, and her three 
beautiful boys, on a visit to her Aunt 
Robb. They passed us to-day, and 
Doctor Eobb, of course, had to direct 
their attention to me, as a brosy Scotch 

girl." 

" Substance and quality, dear Winny. 

You ought to be proud of yourself. But 

what did they say of you, Myra ? " 

" Nothing, Ridley; I suppose my Irish 
extraction is quite apparent." 

" But, brother," commenced Winny, 
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"they are coming to see mamma and 
Mary, soon ; so we shall hear how time 
passes in Montreal." 

Here Mary entered, leading little 
Gerald by the hand. He soon recog- 
nized his uncle's voice, and carefully bent 
his steps till he was seated on his knee. 
He was still blind, but his father intended 
taking him to London as soon as the 
warm season came on, to have more 
advice. 

" Mary dear," said Kidley, glad of any 
subject to interest her, " I will drive over 
here to-morrow, and take you to see Mrs. 
Strachan, and give her a welcome home." 

" I will be glad. I used to admire her 
very much, and we were great friends." 

"I am happy you are encouraging 
Mary to go out," said Mr. Mobray. 
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" She is growing so very thin, I am 
getting anxious about her." 

" She is just on the turning-point, 
brother mine. I think a little outing 
will do the required good." 

" I trust it may. Thank you very 
much. I feel so afraid, Eidley. I eould 
not lose my wife; she is so very dear 
and precious to me." 

"I hope, Vincent, God has many 
happy days in store for you both; and 
that this dear wee lammie will yet be 
a great comfort." 





CHAPTEE IV. 

EXT day, according to appoint- 
ment, Eidley called for Mary, 
and they drove to Eoslea, where 
Mrs. Strachan was residing. 

She was overjoyed at meeting Mrs. 
Mobray, and an interesting conversation 
followed. Mrs. Eobb and two of the 
children being out, the ladies had all 
the talk to themselves ; Eidley occupying 
himself with Mrs. Strachan's eldest son, 
a fine boy of five. 

He told him all about his journey 
across the ocean, and finished by adding, 
" I must let you see my album, sir. ,, 
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"Do, Kobby," said his mamma; "I 
am sure Mr. Crawford will find some 
amusement in it." 

He brought a large volume containing, 
first, portraits of his mamma and papa, 
which he declared were the greatest 
treasures he had; then his brothers; 
then followed a miscellaneous collection 
of portraits, poetry, and postage stamps ; 
and lastly, a few finely executed cartes. 

Eidley turned them carefully over till 
the last page, when he suddenly ex- 
claimed, " Can it be she ? " 

"What is it, Mr. Crawford?" said 
Eobby. 

" That lady, dear boy, — who is she ? " 

" That is Mrs. Syme, my greatest lady 
friend at home; I just got it the day 
before we left. That is her little baby 



THE STAR OF HOPE. 45 

girl : mind you, when I ajn a big man 
I will marry that child." 

"I am glad, dearie, you have such 
happiness in prospect. Please take the 
book over to Mrs. Mobray, and show 
her that lady." 

Mary lifted the book and exclaimed, 
" Caroline Wharrie ! " 

" Did you know Mrs. Syme? I 
never heard her speak of anyone in 
Scotland," said Mrs. Strachan. " She 
is very reticent about herself," con- 
tinued she, "and I never question 
anyone ; though often enough I have 
spoken of my life here, and she never once 
mentioned having seen this part of the 
world. She came out with our clergy- 
man as governess to his little ones ; and 
his wife only survived six months after 
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coming amongst us. So fourteen months 
ago Mr. Syme inarried Miss Wharrie. 
She is very fond of his little girls, and 
I think they form an exceedingly happy 
family; but she looked to me from the 
beginning as if something heavy lay on 
her heart. Mr. Syme is a good deal 
older than she; but he is very devoted 
to her: between them a great deal of 
good is done among the poor." 

" She was my governess, Mrs. Stra- 
chan," said Mrs. Mobray, "and we got 
on well together till an unfortunate inci- 
dent happened, and she left ; and I can' 
assure you, for a long time I felt her 
loss keenly ; but I trust it was for the 
best. Our little girls are better cared 
for now." As she spoke the large tears: 
trickled down her face. 
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"Better far, dear Mrs. Mobray; but 
Mrs. Syme, I am sure, would value your 
friendship. I must tell her about meet- 
ing you on my return." 

"Better not," sadly exclaimed Bidley. 
" Come, dear Mary, let us be going; we 
have already made such a lengthy stay." 

" Short to me, dear old friends," said 
Mrs. Strachan. " I hope we may have 
many more pleasant meetings." 

" How strange, brother," said Mary, 
as they drove home, "poor Caroline 
should come before us so unexpectedly." 

"She is lost! lost! Mary, to me." The 
pallor of his face was something terrible 
to witness. 

*' She could not really have cared for 
you, dear, to marry another so soon." 

"We don't know, Mary, but that 



48 . THE STAR OF HOPE. 

circumstances may have compelled her 
to act in that manner." 

" True, Eidley; you are right: she was 
too noble-hearted to do an unworthy 
deed." 

"I must submit," said he. "God 
knows it is a bitter trial to lose her so." 

" Dear, dear boy, try to look up ; 
thrust away that dark cloud from your 
heart; it obscures all God's beautiful 
sunshine." 

" I'll try ; in the meantime I must get 
out, and leave you to enjoy your drive 
alone, as here we are at Linton." 

Mary was perplexed how her brother 
would act. She thought when he had 
discovered Caroline was married, he 
would cease to think of her, knowing his 
high principles; but he never spoke 
again on the subject. 
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He had Kobby often over to his 
house, and the child, seeing how much 
he delighted in looking at his lady, 
offered quite spontaneously to give him 
it, if he would part with one of his 
own, remarking, " he was very partial to 
. clergymen." 

Two months later, Kidley marched 
nto his mother's parlour with the 
blushing Myra on his arm. 

" Wish me joy, mother, of my pretty 
little wife to be." 

"Dear son, how happy I am!" and 
she fondly stroked his hand. "May 
God bless you both." 

"I hope He will, mother. Does/* he 
carelessly added, " this event add to your 
happiness ? " 

She scarcely liked the tone of voice, 

4 
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but replied, " Certainly, dear : anything 
you desire must cause pleasure to your 
mother. " 

"Would that had ever been your 
motto, mother mine, — it would have saved 
a great deal of misery. But come, Myra, 
we must drive over to Broomlee to spread 
the good news there, — come along with 
us, Ossie dear," said he, as his younger 
brother clung to him. 

As one might imagine, in that interested 
home there was much rejoicing, Vincent 
urging a speedy winding up, there being 
no friends on Myra's side to consult ; so 
they agreed to have the marriage cele- 
brated at Broomlee in one month. 

In spite of all the happy wishes ex- 
pressed, Myra felt a dull foreboding : the 
words Kidley had used to his mother 
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made her dread there was someone living 
that had, and she feared still held, the 
dearest place in his heart. She tried to 
banish the thought, but night or day it 
clung to her ; and instead of her cheeks 
turning brighter, 'she seemed in those five 
weeks to grow more pure and angelic 
than ever. 

"Are you not happy, Myra?" said 
Winny, whose girlish idea of wedlock 
consisted of merry bright smiles' and joy, 
and who was astonished to find her friend 
so often in tears. 

" Yes, lovey, very happy ; but fear it is 
too good to last. I adore Eidley — nay, I 
feel as if I could lay down my life for 
him; but, " 

" But what, Mavourneen ? " 

"Do you think really, Winny, your 
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brother loves me? I somehow can't 
realize it." 

" Kealize it, pussy ! Come now, that's 
nonsense. Mind, he is a minister : you 
couldn't expect a man in his office to be 
so demonstrative as, for instance, Doctor 
Kobb is." 

" No, dear, I should not like him to be 
a copy of that style. Was there not 
someone else he loved before he saw 
me?" 

" Never, that I heard of ; darling, ex- 
cept it were himself. I know he always 
liked what is vulgarly called, " number 
one. Don't be jealous now, Myra : mind, 
it's a vice — our schoolmaster says so ! " 

"All right, then, lovey," laughingly 
responded Myra. " I hope I may never 
be friendly with the vices." 
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The bridal morning dawned at last, 
and a very brilliant party assembled at 
Broomlee. Dr. Cavendish performed 
the interesting ceremony. The bride 
looked pale, but very beautiful ; the bride- 
groom tried to look cheerful, but every- 
one noticed it was a great effort on his 
part; and after partaking of a splendid 
dinner the happy pair set off to spend 
their honeymoon. 

The same merry party greeted their 
return, and Mary felt much satisfaction 
in witnessing how agreeable they both 
really seemed. Myra was indeed, she- 
hoped, going to prove his good angel. 

For some time after their return the 
marriage was the constant theme in every 
circle, for both the poorer and better 
classes felt a kindly interest in the young 
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couple. But the talk gradually subsided 
and the visiting ceased, and the young 
pair were left to pursue their way in the 
usual quiet manner, Myra still very 
happy. 

" I often wonder, Eidley, how you can 
endure such fatigue ; it would kill me ; 
and you do everything so good-naturedly, 
— you must be a real Christian." 

"Tender little darling," lightly re- 
turned he, " it is my duty, and whatever 
else I neglect I hope I may always have 
the heart to discharge it conscien- 
tiously." 

" You are a good fellow : how I admire 
you ! " 

" I wish I were ; sometimes I feel as if 
I were not half sincere enough." 

Here a loud peal of the bell interrupted 
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them, and an old gentleman was ushered 
into the room. 

" Glad to see you, dear Sir Henry/ ' 
said Kidley. " You are long of coming ; 
but the old saying holds good here, 
* Better late than never.' " 

" I have just come to apologise to Mrs. 
Crawford for my neglect. I was rather 
unwell, and could not come over — indeed 
this is the first day I have ventured out 
since your marriage. But you botl* must 
know my heart wished you long life and 
prosperity.' ' 

" Very many thanks, my kind friend," 
said Myra. 

" I suppose, Mrs. Crawford, you admire 
your beautiful home ? " 

"I do, it is very lovely. I never 

remember visiting what I thought such 
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a beautiful spot, although^ in my child- 
hood's home in the Green Isle there are 
many spots one could almost imagine 

this could not be compared with." 

"True, madam, Ireland is a glorious 
country. I have travelled much there; 
but here there is something really grand, 
that I never met with before ; yet I can 
scarcely express what it is. What a 
splendid album that is, Crawford," said 
Sir Henry, lifting it up and turning over 
the leaves. 

" Eidley is very fond of it, Sir Henry. 
Do you know it was a gift from his Sunday 
class ? " 

" Yes," said Eidley, " I appreciate it 
highly : it is sure enough a token of love 
and good feeling." 

" What fine cartes you have; but dear 
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me, Crawford, what lady is that ? where 
did you get that ? " hurriedly questioned 
he. 

" Who is it, dear sir, — that one ? Oh ! 
that is a Mrs. Syme, in Montreal. She 
was — she was," hesitatingly answered he, 
" governess with Mrs. Mobray." 

Myra looked up at her husband ; he 
looked almost ready to faint. " Now," 
thought she, " I have got the fatal 
secret." 

" Man! Crawford! I could almost swear 
that is my long lost niece. She ran off 
from me, because I was such a foolish 
man as to suppose I could compel her 
to marry a man of my choosing ; and as I 
found him out to be very bad, I am glad 
she rebelled. Indeed/' continued he, " I 
will try now and find her out, with her 
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husband, and make such reparation as is 
in my power, for my sin has been very 
great in that quarter." 

" There is a lady here just now, who 
can tell you all about her — Mrs. Stra- 
chan : she is staying with Dr. Bobb." 

" I must go and see her. Did Caroline 
stay long with your sister ? " 

" Two years : an unhappy circumstance 
caused her to leave unexpectedly." 

" "What was it, sir ? Some fatal differ- 
ence of opinion ? But it must have been 
for the best, for all is seemingly going to 
end well." 

" I believe she married the gentleman 
whose governess she was before his wife's 
death. That infant is her own little 
one, I believe ; his first wife left two 
children — daughters, I think." 
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"Isn't it wonderful, Crawford, how 
these girls go through things ? to imagine 
that child finding her way to the far 
west! But I must take my departure. 
What a blessed visit this has been to 
me!" 

Two months after this, Myra entered 
the study, and found her husband fast 
asleep on the couch, with the album 
opened before him at that very portrait. 
She quietly left the room, murmuring, 
"It must be she, — it must be she he 
loves best. Ah ! cruel%nan, why did you 
marry me, and doom me to this misery ?" 

She opened the piano mechanically, 
and apparently without thought played 
that touching ballad, " He loves me not." 

The old housekeeper, hearing the sweet 
voice, moved to the door and listened. 
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" Never before," she remarked, "had she 
felt so rooted to the spot." The song 
suddenly ceased, and a noise followed, 
as if someone fell, then a heavy moan. 
She opened the door quietly, and looked 
in. There, sure enough, was her young 
mistress, apparently lifeless on the floor. 

She lifted her tenderly up, and called 
loudly for help. Eidley awoke with the 
noise, and rushed into the room. 

" What is wrong, Mrs. Galbraith ? " ' 

" Mistress has fainted, sir ! " 

" What can harve caused it ; do you 
know?" 

" I can't say, sir ; but, lured by her 
sweet singing, I stood at this door. When 
seemingly near the end, she suddenly 
stopped, and I rushed in, and found her, 
poor dear, lying here." 
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" She is dead. What can I do ? Send 
off Jane at once, Mrs. Galbraith, for Dr. 
Bob bl' 

They placed her gently in bed, but she 
showed no signs of returning life. 

Dr. Eobb came hastily. Anxiously 
bending over her, he gently said to 
Ridley, — 

" She is still alive, — that is all though. 
Poor fellow, is this to be the end of your 
short career of happiness ? " 

" Will she die, Doctor ? Oh, save her ! 
Oh, save her ! " continued he, grasping 
his arm. 

" Trust me, Crawford ; I'll do all I can 
for her. Poor, poor child, how sad it is ! " 

He again bent over her, and after a short 
delay, said, — 

" Were none of you aware she was suf- 
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fering from heart disease ? Has she had 
anything to trouble her in any way ? " 

" Not that I am aware of, Doctor." 

" Send away at once for Mary, and your 
mother, Crawford; it's my opinion she 
will never recover. She seems losing 
even the little hold she had of life." 

Before morning she died. Only for a 
very few minutes did consciousness re- 
turn, and she gazed fondly at her husband 
— pressing his hand, but unable to speak ; 
and thus, three brief months a happy bride, 
she passed away to her heavenly home. 

Her young husband was deeply grieved, 
but his love not being altogether centred 
on her, it passed away, and he did not 
feel her loss so keenly as his mother 
would have wished to see. 

The sad news soon spread, and the little 
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town was quite aroused in expressing their 
deep sorrow for the young clergyman, 
Mr. Cavendish and Sir Henry Maloome 
being earnest in their attention. 

" These partings, dear friend," said Mr. 
Cavendish, " are hard to bear here, but 
think of the rapturous meeting above — 
the mother and child, the husband and 
wife, with the love and affection ten times 
purified. Oh ! it makes these trials small, 
such a reward waiting in our Father's 
house." 

Sir Henry Malcome had some time 
before got all needed information from 
Mrs. Strachan about his niece, and in- 
tended writing to her very soon. 

His health was wonderfully improved 
by the balmy breeze of the Pentland hills, 
and since this good piece of news came 
his spirits quite revived. 
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" Janet," he remarked to his old house- 
keeper, on coming home from his visit to 
Mrs. Strachan's, "has not God been kind 
past all deserving to me? I have so 
wronged that poor child." 

" I'm proud, master, to hear you own 
yourself wrong. She was a dear girl, and 
she will come back all the dearer to us 
again." 

" Ah ! but, Janet, she's married, and to 
a minister too." 

" All the better bargain, master. We 
shall get two, instead of one." 

" More than two, friend. I saw in her 
carte there was a bonnie wee lassie seated 
on her knee, just like what she used to be. 
And her husband was a widower with two 
little daughters." 

" Can it be possible, sir, that our bonnie 
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young leddy could be anybody's second 
wife?" 

" Quite true though, Janet, it is the 
case, and he is not so very old after all. 
I am just as taken up about them as I 
was mad about yon old man." 

" Never mind about the villain, mas- 
ter ; it is all going to end well, and we 
will be so happy. Try and take a rest 
now, after your fatigue, and make your- 
self strong for writing to our dearie." 

" A sensible advice, Janet ; I will take 
it now." 





CHAPTEK V. 
t HILE our old friend is dream- 
ing in fairy land of the bright 
future, let ns retrace our 
steps to Montreal, and see 
how fortune shines there. 

Gloom seems to reign over Mr. Syme's 
residence, no one stirring about. We 
ask an old friend if Mr. Syme still re- 
sides there ? 

"Not here, sir," replies he; "he lies 
under the green sod." 

" It is not possible, so lately I heard 
of him through friends in Scotland." 
" Quite true, for all that ; he was buried 
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yesterday. About eight days ago he was 
thrown from his horse, and got his skull 
badly fractured. Everything was done, 
for him that love or skill could devise, 
but of no avail. His widow, poor young 
thing, will be ill enough off. They say 
some investment has not turned out well, 
so that even what the former wife had 
is all gone but a few hundreds." 

" I am sorry to hear such distressing 
news, but hope it may really turn out 
better." 

Poor Caroline was, indeed, sorely cast 
down, losing in such an unexpected 
manner her earthly all, and left in a 
strange land with her three young 
children. 

She felt sadly desolate this evening, 
having just realized these sad facts, and 
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was scarcely disposed to see the kind old 
lady, who was so ready to lend a helping 
hand. 

"How are you to-night, Mrs. Syme? 
I would have been here before, but 
feared to intrude." 

"I feel lonely; oh! how desolate, 
Miss Frieland ; this world just seems one 
barren waste. My good, kind husband ! " 

"Poor child I" answered she, sadly; 
"it is a bitter trial; but I have never 
failed to observe, dear, God never sends 
a trial, but a little sunbeam always 
accompanies it, though unseen at the 
moment by us." 

" True, true, kind friend: my children 
are spared to me, and as long as I am 
able to do anything for their support, 
they shall never want." 
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" Dear Mrs. Syme, things may perhaps 
turn brighter ; but never fear, our church 
people too much respected and loved 
their late pastor to let his widow and 
orphans want anything they could supply. 
Very dear you all are to our hearts, and 
ever shall be." 

" I have been so very happy with my 
husband, that I would do almost any*- 
thing practicable to have them brought 
up as he would have desired, had he 
been spared." 

"You are a dear girl, Caroline; — let 
me call you so. Nothing gives so much 
gratification to me as to see a widowed 
mother going on her way, with her 
dead husband's life before her (if it was 
exemplary) as a beacon to direct her 
aright. " 
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" You know, Miss Frieland, I am quite 
as fond of the two little girls as of my 
own." 

"I know it, dear; your life has been 
a [living example to one or two of the 
flock. I came, intending to remain 
over [night,, should you have wished 
me." 

" No, no, dear friend ; many thanks, 
but I am so well off with old nurse, I 
would not trouble you." 

" Good-bye, then, love. I will see you 
to-morrow." 

Caroline was deeply grieved at her 
loss. When she married Mr. Syme, she 
felt afraid, knowing she had no love to 
give ; but his sweet, tender forbearance, 
great good sense, and the deep-rooted 
affection he bore her, all had an in- 
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fluence, and she felt, as she expressed 
it, safely happy. 

Her character too had changed. From 
the gay, smiling, volatile girl, living only 
for the present, a new light had arisen, 
and for some time she had been looking 
forward to the future, striving to bend 
all her thoughts and actions for her 
Heavenly Father's glory. 

Her silent deeds of benevolence, con- 
trasting so strongly with the open display 
of others, caused her presence to be like 
the sun in many a poor needy one's house 
who did not like it to be known they 
required charity. 

" A letter, please, ma'am/' said nurse, 
coming in; "from Scotland, too, I 
think." 

"Who can it be from, I wonder?" 
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said Mrs. Syme. "I thought every tie 
in Scotland was riven. I declare, it is 
from my uncle. I can't read it ; sit 
down, nurse, and read it to me." 

"-Poor thing!" tenderly said the old 
woman, as the tears poured down her 
mistress's face. "Try and compose 
yourself." And then she read — 



" Deae and Much Injured Niece, 

"I am an old weak man, now; 
but am happy to say, not above asking 
pardon of you, as I trust God has for- 
given me, for my conduct in the past. 
I will gladly welcome you, your dear 
husband, and all the children home, to 
stay with me. You know I have plenty 
of wealth, and it is to be all yours. 
Should Mr. Syme not consent to give 
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up his charge, come over and see me on 
a visit, and we will consult. 

" Your loving uncle, 

" Malcome." 



" Dear old man, how good he is ; he 
must be greatly changed ; — what a bless- 
ing! Nurse," said she, "we will go at 
once — at least, as soon as everything is . 
settled ; it will be a good home for the 
little ones." 

"Certainly, mistress. Will you take 
me? I could not live without my dar- 
lings." 

" Of course, nurse, wherever we go you 
will be : God helping me, you will be 
happy all your life." 

" Dear mistress, it will be a treat for 
an old friendless woman like me." 
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" Scotland, oh ! my home," she ex- 
claimed, on being left alone, lifting the 
letter. "Tinnella! Why, that's just 
adjoining Broomlee — so near them all; 
but I needn't care, I have my children, 
and a certain position. I wonder how 
poor Eidley is ? ' ' 

Next forenoon Miss Frieland called. 

" Glad to see you a little better look- 
ing, dear ! ' ' 

" Oh ! Miss Frieland, the sunbeam 
has come. I feel and see God's kind- 
ness in that beautiful, pure, bright 
hope. My uncle has written for me, not 

knowing of William's death. It's for the 
little ones I am so glad ; for they will 
have a kind home, even though God 
sees fit to remove me." 

"I hope, dear lady, there is much 
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joy in the future for you. I never heard 
you speak of a friend before." 

"Ah, we were not on good terms. 
Uncle insisted upon me marrying, and I 
rebelled, and ran off. I never knew 
what peace was till I was married." 

" You must go at once, dear. I will 
help you with everything in my power. 
John told me last night that you are to 
get a nice wee present of six hundred 
pounds from your dear husband's flock; 
besides, there is to be a splendid monu- 
ment erected over his grave." 

" My uncle has enclosed a cheque for 
one hundred pounds. Everyone is so 
good to me." 

" Good ! you deserve it all. And mind, 
when you are home in Scotland, dear, 
I am coming to pay you a visit." 
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" And a welcome guest you shall ever 
be, my more than friend. It will be a 
happiness to me to serve you in any 
way." 





CHAPTEE VI. 

^ jIX weeks after this found the young 
widow and family on their way 
across the deep. The weather 
was very stormy, and delayed the 
arrival of the vessel many days, so that 
they were all glad once more to set their 
feet on dry land. Caroline had written 
her uncle, telling she would sail soon, 
— intending, on arriving in Liverpool, to 
send a telegram apprising him of the 
fact; but some news she heard from a 
fellow- passeDger, determined her to visit 
London before going finally to Scotland ; 
and after a few days' rest she proceeded 
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thither. Very bright everything seemed 
to the two children, who wonderingly 
compared notes as to the happiness of 
their two homes, Lottie persisting in her 
belief that Canada was much pleasanter 
than here, 

"I think, ma'am, the air is much 
warmer here," said old nurse. " I am 
not at all sorry I came to be with you. 
Indeed, I am quite joyous." 

"I am glad you are so content.. I 
was afraid you might regret leaving 
home." 

" No, no, mistress dear. I would go 
with you to the world's end." 

Here they arrived at the terminus, 
Lottie and Ida quite charmed to set foot 
in that great city they had dreamt of, but 
never had seen. 
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A few days here soon satisfied poor 
weary Mrs. Syme ; and after telegraph- 
ing to Tinnella, she again took her place 
in the railway carriage, with the bright 
hope of arriving in the land of rest. 

" Home, Lottie dear, is very pleasant," 
she said to the eldest girl. " I trust 
we are all going to be very happy. I am 
sure you will enjoy yourselves, the country 
is so attractive ; and you must both grow 
very strong." 

" Mamma," said Ida, " we are all going 
to a dear home, from which we will some 
day part, and we are very happy ; but how 
I long to go just right up beside Jesus, to 
part no more for ever." 

The tears rushed into the young 
mother's eyes as she gazed fondly at 
her. 
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" Some day, dear, that summons will 
come : but, my love, remember He can 
be very nea* us, even here." 

" Yes, mamma, it is very sad, .but I 
am not content. I wish to go up 
higher." 

" What can the child mean, ma'am ? " 
whispered nurse. 

" She has a loving heart, that seemingly 
cannot be satisfied here. Would we were 
all as ready for our call home." 

" Mamma," said Lottie, " don't the 
girls here seem far bigger than they are at 
home ? I wonder if ever I will grow an 
English girl?" 

" Scarcely likely, dear, seeing our life 
will be spent in Scotland ; and I do love 
the Scotch people." 

" I won't say I will, at any rate, till I 
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try. I guess the misses won't be so jolly- 
as the girls I know over yonder." 

" I am sure they will be quite as agree- 
able." 
" Did you ever know any, mamma ? " 
"Yes, I specially remember two little 
girls who were very nice; perhaps you 
may make their acquaintance/ ' 

" Oh, so jolly ! " exclaimed the child, 
as she whirled herself about with joy. 

The journey was very tiresome; but, 
like all other things, it came near the end. 
Mrs. Syme, looking out, remarked they 
were surely nearing Carstairs Junction, 
where they had to get out, and change 
carriages. A few minutes after a loud 
whistling and noise was heard ; and be- 
fore another word could be uttered, the 
carriage was smashed. A dreadful col- 

6 
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lision had happened, caused by the train 
being behind time, and the want of the 
danger signal being hoisted. Great con- 
sternation prevailed — everyone that was 
able helping those who were badly 
wounded. They first enter one place, 
then another, till the grass is covered 
with poor sufferers. Gently Mrs. Syme's 
unconscious form is borne out; then 
Lottie, quite unscathed ; next nurse and 
her treasure. "I think that is all the 
passengers here." " No," the old woman 
explains, "there is another child.' ' A man 
crushes in, and bears the mangled form 
of a little girl ; but the blood is flowing 
in such quantities from her mouth, and 
he gently spreads his overcoat, and lays 
her down. 

" My bonnie flower, what is wrong? " 
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cries old nurse. " Ida, child, speak to me. 
Oh, sir, are you a doctor?" said she, 
addressing a gentleman who came hastily 
up. " Tell me, is she killed ? " 

" I fear she is ; but stay, no. She has 
a very feeble pulse though. Does she 
belong to you ? " 

"I have charge; that lady lying so 
quietly is her mamma. She is very sick. 
I fear she is gone too." 

He stepped over to her. "Was she 
very bad?" 

" No, much better now. Just had got 
a terrible fright. Are they all safe ? Some 
one said so." 

He hesitated. She sprang up. " Lottie 
is here. Where is Ida ? I see nurse and 
baby : is she dead, doctor ? " 

" Over yonder, dear lady," gently 
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directed he. " She is very severely injured, 
poor little thing. Take my arm across, 
and look at her." 

She knelt beside her. 

" Ida, my child, do you not know 
mamma ? " 

She opened her great blue eyes, 
and faintly articulated, "Yes;" moved 
her hand upwards, whispering, " Home." 
A few minutes after all was over. 

Mrs. Syme's grief was something terrible 
to witness. The doctor was sorely dis- 
tressed. He tried to have the body re- 
moved, but she clung to it, and under no 
circumstance would she be persuaded to 
part. 

"I don't know what to do with this 
poor thing," said Dr. Grey, addressing a 
lady and gentleman. " I wish, Mrs. 
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Mobray, you would speak to her com- 
fortingly. Your talent in those oases is 
great." 

"I will try, doctor. Perhaps I may 
help a little." 

" Poor young widow," inwardly thought 
phe. "What a trial! All alone, with- 
out a kind husband, and a dead child, in a 
scene like this. 

" Try, dear madam, to soothe down a 
little. Let me help you; and we will 
wrap up this little gift you have returned 
to the Lord. Do you know," continued 
she, " I have not lost a child of my own, 
but after being in London for a week, with 
my little boy, I am just returning home 
to realize the sad fact, — the surgeon told 
me my child will never, all his life, see 
God's beautiful sunshine." 
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The lady lifted up her eyes, but va- 
cantly returned them to the little dead 
girl, wringing her hands. 

"Dear lady, try to think God always 
does the kindest things to us. I have 
no doubt she was a loving child, her 
sweet face would tell one that ; but think, 
she will have no more trouble, and my 
blind boy may have many days of sor- 
row ; try to feel Jesus knows best." 

Caroline held out her hand. 

" Many thanks, unknown kind friend. 
She was a dear child ; just this morning 
she was wishing for the home free from 
partings. ,, 

" Are you going in my direction?" said 
Mrs. Mobray, — " for the train will soon 
be leaving now. This has been a serious 
day for many. How little we think, 
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when leaving home, in what manner we 
may be brought back." 

"I am going to a place called Tinnella; 
perhaps you know it ?" 

"Are you Mrs. Byrne?" said Mrs. 
Mobray. "I heard Sir Henry say he 
expected you : don't you know me ? — for 
you must be Caroline." 

"Is it really you, Mrs. Mobray? 
Dear me ! I should scarcely have recog- 
nised you, even in such a short period of 
years." 

" I may return the compliment. You, 
too, are changed; your beauty has in- 
creased in proportion as my plain ap- 
pearance has grown still plainer." 

Here the body of the child was covered 
up and borne into one of the carriages, 
the two ladies and their families taking 
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their seats in another. Caroline never 
spoke all the way home, except when 
addressed, and asked to look at the little 
boy. 

" How beautiful he is ! " 
" And he^is just as good. He is my 
companion everywhere. My other chil- 
dren are girls : but I need not tell you 
we are to be great friends. 

"Ah! look dear," continued she, as 
the train stopped, "there is Sir Henry. 
He just seems to me as if he had taken 
a new lease of life. Suffer me, love, to 
tell him the news before you meet." 

She sprang lightly out, and ran for- 
ward to the old gentleman. 

" How are you, my dear ?" said he. 
"Well. But, Sir Henry, your niece 
is here, and in health. There has been an 
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accident, and one of her little ones is 
dead." 

" Poor thing ! let me go to her. But 
where is your husband, and Crawford ?" 

"They both got out at Carlisle, on 
some business. Was it not unfortunate ? 
They could have helped us; but the 
gentlemen were all so kind." 

"My dear niece," said he, clasping 
Caroline in his arms, " God knows I feel 
glad, so wondrous happy, at your return ; 
and my children too," lifting Lottie, and 
looking over at the infant. "Cheer up, 
dear," said he to Caroline, as she sorrow- 
fully exclaimed, — 

"Uncle, what we called our 'daisy ' has 
been transplanted on the way home." 

"It's very sad, dear; but she is gone 
to be with Jesus, which we all know is 
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far better. Come away now to the car- 
riage : don't get cold ! " 

And giving orders for the conveyance 
of the little one, they drove home. 

" Home, at last," sobbed Lottie, who 
felt her sister's loss acutely; "but we 
have felt sorrow just at the beginning. 
I think we would have been happier in 
our old home." 

" Perhaps you think so now, dearie," 
said Sir Henry, as he fondly caressed 
her; "but if it is in my power, I will 
never let you have an unhappy day. I 
can recollect when your mamma was as 
tiny as you." 

" Oh ! tell me about her, Sir Henry. 

" Say 6 uncle,' if you please, my adopted 
daughter!" 

" Well, uncle, do you know, I often 
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look at mamma and wonder if she was 
very good." 

" She was, my pet ; but look out here, 

Caroline, do you remember Carsendin — 
the beautiful walks ? I grow quite en- 
raptured over that spot where the waters 
meet." 

"It was very beautiful, I recollect. 
Have there been many changes since 
then?" 

" You know, my dear, the old gentle- 
man is dead. His widow is still there 
with Winny and Osbourne. The eldest 
son is minister of Linton, Mr. Cavendish 
having retired altogether. He is a fine 
fellow. He married — some say she was 
thrust on him — a cousin of his father's. 
She lived only three months, and he is 
now a widower." 
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Caroline made no reply, so he con- 
tinued— 

"Do you know, dear, it was in his 
album I first got hold of your where- 
abouts?" 

" Indeed, uncle ! How could he 
know?" 

" He had got your carte from Robby 
Strachan, who, I believe, was a particular 
friend of yours. But, my dear, I am just 
boring you talking, and you so sorry. 
Here we are home, my Lottie ; God 
grant a blessing on our reunion." 

He kindly lifted her out, and gently 
carried the infant, saying, — 

" My little lamb, my long lost 
daughter's child, welcome ! welcome 
home !" 

Poor old Janet stood ready, and rush- 
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ing forward, fairly caught Mrs. Syme in 
her arms. 

" My child ! my child ! I can scarcely 
credit my senses. And you were always 
pretty; but, I declare, you have just 
turned like an angel." 

" Thank you, dear old friend, we have 

been pretty near the angels. Do you 

know, on our way here a little one went 

home? ,, 

Here she fairly broke down, and they 
got her put to rest. Dr. Eobb was not 

long in being sent for ; and ordering all 
possible quiet, suggested she would re- 
quire to be taken great care of, after the 
trying events of the day. 




CHAPTER VH. 

* HKEE years have passed and gone, 
leaving their wonted tracks be- 
*3pf5^ hind them. Ridley is now a 
constant visitor at Tinnella, Sir Henry 
enjoying many a quiet joke on the 
subject. 

"You know, Caroline," he laughingly 
said one day, "I will soon be indepen- 
dent of you. Marry Ridley when you 
please : Lottie will remain with me." 

" Well, uncle, Ridley wishes me to 
marry him ; but would it be seemly ? You 
know we loved each other long ago, and I 
ran away, as I was afraid of his mother." 
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" I see ! I see ! Do you know I have 
long suspected he was in love with you, 
dear," said Sir Henry; "but I did not 
expect the alarming intelligence so soon." 

"And do you think I ought to marry 

him at once, uncle ?" 

"Certainly. And I trust you will be 
very happy — only I am to have Lottie. 
It will be better for both parties." 

" Keep her, uncle. I love her dearly ; 
but she will, as you say, be happier here ; 
indeed, she often tells me she is to be 
your housekeeper." 

"Halloo! here comes our friend, as 
usual. Ha ! ha ! Well, sir, how are 
you? Not content coming to see me, 
but must needs intend to take away my 
niece from me." 

" You can spare her well, Sir Hfenry," 
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laughingly returned he, "when she would 
be so near you." 

"Ah! never mind, Crawford, I shall 
have Lottie sure for some years to come. 
I won't ask Alice, but let her be here as 
often as possible; she is an especial 
favourite of mine . ' ' 

"Certainly, Sir Henry; it will be the 
principal aim of my life to make your niece 
happy, and our united effort to cheer and 
comfort you as long as God spares us." 

A few days after, they were all on a 
visit to Carsendin. Eidley and Caroline 
sauntered out, and were soon joined by 
Mrs. Crawford, Sir Henry being in the 
house enjoying his usual talk with the 
young folk. 

" Caroline and my dear son," said the 
old lady, " I have to ask both your for- 
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giveness. I feel, ever since my last 
illness, how wicked I have been. Do 
you know, dears, I kept that letter that 
might have made you both so happy? 
I have seen my error. Can you pardon 
me for causing so much misery ? " 

"The dark cloud has made the silver 
lining to be seen all the brighter," re- 
marked Caroline. 

" Let us kneel down at this lovely spot, 
where the waters unite, dear mother, and 
ask God to bless our reunion, after the 
joy, sorrow, and the thorns that have 
encircled our paths," said Ridley. 

" Bless you, my children; may you 
have every happiness this world can give, 
and a bright entrance to your Heavenly 
home." 

They all returned to the house, where 
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they found their old friend in the height 
of enjoyment with his favourites. 

Some two years after this event, we 
find a party of chosen friends collected in 
the quiet Manse. Sir Henry with Lottie, 
who is quite his right hand now, and 
our two Canadian friends, Misd Frieland 
and her brother John. They are quite 
charmed with Scotland, and speak as if. 
they can scarcely reconcile themselves 
to leaving, after a stay of six months. 

u Do you know, Sir Henry," said the 
old lady, one evening, "when the lady 
of the Manse here was in great grief, I 
told her my experience was, that in any 
bitter sorrow, if we just looked up, we 
would see a sunbeam. And the sunbeam 
actually came, in the shape of your letter ; 
but I find, instead of her getting one 
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sunbeam, she has got it increased a 
hundred fold." 

" Eight, dear madam, she is very 
happy, and I think she deserves it all ; 
for had she not looked up, the sunbeam 
might never have gladdened her heart. 
So let us all, dear friends," continued he, 
addressing the company, " treasure the 
sunbeams ; for my opinion is, they are 
often angels in disguise." 
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JjHAT a bitter cold night this 
is, wife," said John Gar- 
rett, as he closely shut 
their little parlour door, 
and seated himself on a chair ready 
placed by the cheerful fire. 

"Very chilly, John; pity, the poor 
folk out on a night like this." 

"Yes, Nelly; we have many comforts 
to thank God for." 

" Husband, I think our happiness 
would be complete if we had just one wee 
blossom to gladden our hearts." 
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"Tuts! tuts! wife dear, dinna grieve 
about that ; think how well off you are, 
woman; you should not have a single 



care." 



" Oh ! John, say no more ; you know 
it is a terrible want to me." 

Eat, tat, tat, went the knocker on the 
door. 

" Who can that be, John ?" 

" I don't know, dear ; maybe it's one 
of George's bairns coming to see us ; 
but come along and we will see." 

Slowly they opened the door, the bitter 
east wind blowing upon it. Nelly nearly 
stumbled over a large basket lying on the 
top step. 

" What is this, John ? " said she, as she 
moved it aside, and the smallest possible 
wail issued from the basket. " I declare, 
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darling, it's a child," and she stooped 
down to assist her husband in bringing 
the unwieldy article into the house. 

After looking about the door to see if 
there was any one waiting, they again 
took their seats at the fire with their new 
possession. 

" Who can have brought this here, 
Nelly ?" said John, as his wife tenderly 
lifted a tiny babe out and tried to warm 
its little frozen hands. 

" Look out again, man, and see ; may- 
be some poor creature is waiting near." 

He went to the door and round the 
house, but no trace could be found 
of anyone, so he quietly returned 
back. 

Meanwhile his wife had warmed some 
milk, and was trying to feed the littld 
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stranger, who had so oddly become an 
inmate of their house. 

They searched the basket in hope of 
finding some clue : there was plenty of 
fine clothing, a purse thickly packed with 
money, and at the foot, apparently con- 
cealed from view, a gold locket with 
portrait of lady and gentleman. A letter 
was wrapped round it, which said :— 

" Mr. and Mrs. Garrett, take this little 
child, keep, love, and be kind to her ; try 
to bring her up well, and give her a good 
education. Some day she may be 
claimed, and, if she gets her rights, will 
be a great heiress. Keep this locket out 
of the child's sight till she grows up. 
Signed ' A Friend.' " 

" How glad I am, John, God has sent 
us such a good Christmas offering. What 
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a blessing that child may be to us 
all." 

"True, wife, I trust she will. How 
could any one be so inhuman as to cast 
off a little twig like that? But," con- 
tinued he, "we shall bring her up well, 
poor young creature ; maybe the mother 
had hard times." 

" We will take every care of her, John ; 
and that trinket must be preserved. I 
wonder who the child belongs to." 

" We'd better not discuss that just 
now, Nelly. Time sets all these things 
straight." 

For some days after Nelly was in the 
height of enjoyment, setting everything 
in order for the new visitor, and devoting 
all her time to the little one, who seemed 
to thrive under such good management. 
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Lady Kelly, having heard of the arrival 

at her gamekeeper's, was not long in 

paying a visit. Her own little daughter 

was just the same age, and she ever after 

/took a great interest in the forsaken child. 

"Were I you, Mrs. Garrett, I would 
have her christened at once. You got 
her on Christmas eve : call her Chrissioma 
Eva ; and may God make her the greatest 
blessing of your lives. If I am spared, 
Nelly, she shall be educated with my own 
child." 

" Oh ! how kind, dear lady. John 
says we must do all we can to fulfil the 
counsel in the letter. Here is the locket, 
my lady, I may let you see it." 

" What a fine-looking couple they must 
have been; the lady is quite perfect. 
The gentleman's face seems familiar to 
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me. I wonder where I can have seen 

him before." 

" Poor thing ! " said Nelly ; " she must 

have had a sore heart to part with this 

wee lamb." 

" Maybe she died, Nelly, and that will 

be the cause of the little one being 

deserted." 

"It is very sad, my lady, but, at the 
same time, it is a good gift to me." 

" May she ever prove so, my good 
woman ; only don't set your heart too 
much on her ; ever remember — 

' The thing we love may die.* 

Good-bye ! When you want my advice, 

come up to nurse." 

" Thanks, my lady ; farewell ! " 

" John," said she to her husband, as 
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he sat down for the evening, "her 
ladyship was here this morning to see 
our bairn, and she says I ought to have 
her baptized. She suggests for her name 
Chrissioma Eva : what do you think ? " 

"It's rather a queer one, but, as she 
belongs to grand folk, we will trust to her 
wisdom. She is a kind lady," continued 
he, " and that offer to educate the child is 
good, only I hope it may not prove a 

curse to her if her lot is to be in lowly 
life." 

" True, dear; if she is never. to occupy 
any position higher than we can give her 
she will be quite lost." 

Tenderly nursed, loved, and protected, 
it was no wonder the little life flowed 
smoothly on, and till she reached the 
age of fifteen she had not known a single 
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care. She was a beautiful child; her 
dark brown hair hung in clustering curls 
of nature's own dressing ; clear blue 
eyes and delicate complexion made her 
remarked by every one, wondering she 
was an inmate of the gamekeeper's lowly 
cottage. 

Lady Flora was her bosom friend, and 
the day was always spent in sweet com- 
panionship, except when her father and 
mother required her help. 

" I am not quite sure, Nelly, we are 
acting right," said John, " allowing Eva 
to be so much at the great house." 

" Perhaps not, dear ; but the young 
lady is so fond of her. And, by the way, 
John, Lady Kelly is going to pay her ex- 
penses at school in London, with her own 
daughter." 
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" A bad move, wife ; but I suppose we 
can't refuse. If I were confident of leaving 
her money it would not be so bad; but 
bow much can we do for her, even sup- 
pose her own parents do not turn up?" 

" Trust to a higher hand, husband. 
She's a dear bright girl ; and all her learn- 
ing hasn't as yet made her look down on 
us." 

" Nor ever will, you dear old thing," 
said Eva, who had been guilty of listening. 
" To think your own wee daughter would 
ever despise you ! You have the best 
place in my heart. I don't care," con- 
tinued she, " about leaving you ; but you 
both know I have a good voice, and I will 
get the best of teaching, so that I may be 
able to do something for you in your old 
age." 
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" My child ! my dear child! " exclaimed 
both at once. "Well, well; you have 
repaid our love ; we will trust you in that 
great city to our Heavenly Father." 

So to school she went, and excelled 
rapidly in every branch. She had a 
splendid voice ; and at the end of the 
session her master declared her quite a 
star in the musical world. 

" Mamma," said Sir William Kelly to 
his wife, on the return of the young ladies, 
"is not that young girl dangerously pretty 
to come in contact with our plain daugh- 
ters ? " 

" Well, she is, dear ; but I don't think 
she can do them any harm. Our misses 
are good, though plain, and real worth 
shines, though the casket is not attrac- 
tive." 
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"I agree with you, Madam; but will 
Sir Nigel Burton think so ? You know I 
want Flora to catch him, so look about. 
It will be an excellent marriage for her ; 
he is wealthy and highly connected. 
By the way," continued he, " you 
must give a ball soon, to bring out our 
daughter." 

" Very well, William ; I will see about 
that, and try to keep Eva out of the way. 
But she must be at the ball, or Flora will 
break her heart." 

What interesting conversations the two 
young ladies enjoyed over this important 
epoch of their life. Flora was quite 
joyous, urging her mamma to dress them 
alike. On this point, however, she was 
obstinate. Her daughter must be dressed 
as became her high station, but Eva must 
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be plainly attired. The evening of the 
ball at length arrived. Nelly surveyed 
her daughter with much pride. "Our 
beautiful child," she exclaimed, " com- 
plete, John, without a single jewel ! " 

" Wife," said he, " why not give her 
th§ locket ? it would finish off her dress." 

" True, dear, it would improve her. My 
bonny lassie, this is, maybe, the opening 
of your life. Never forget your poor 
mother, even though your grand one may 
some day turn up." 

" Mother, dearie, how could I forget 
you?" and she bent down and kissed 
her. 

"What a splendid piece of jewellery 
this is, father, and what a beauty my 
mother must have been." 

" Aye, Eva," said John, " you are as 

8 
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pretty yourself. I may as well tell yon, 
for I am sure you will hear it to-night. 
But, dear pet, never be vain of beauty ; 
mind, it will some day be dust." 

"Stop now, father; don't moralize; 
help me along to the house.' ' 

" 1 will, my dear ; come away," and he 
conducted her safely over. When she 
entered the room, Sir William whispered 
to his lady, "All is lost, mamma. Burton 
is a great admirer of beauty." 

" Never fear, sir," replied she : " if 
Providence wills, Flora will conquer." 

But now the music began, and Sir 
Nigel Burton led the fair Flora to dance. 
His cousin had Eva, and seemed so en- 
tranced with her beauty, as to find it 
difficult to quit her side. Gradually Sir 
Nigel, too, forgot his partner, and gazed 
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unconsciously at Eva. " What splendid 
creature is that, Lady Flora ? " 

" A friend of mine, Sir Nigel. She has 
a wonderful history. Isn't she beautiful ? " 

" Angelic," exclaimed he. " What a 
face ! " 

His uncle was present, and he, too, was 
drawn to her ; — but in a different way. 

"Who is that, Kelly?" he said, ad- 
dressing the master of the house. 

11 A friend of Flora's, sir. Isn't she a 
fine girl?" 

" Who is she though ? She is the very 
image of Lawrence Verriott's wife, who 
died just after her daughter's birth. The 
child too died, as far as I know. You 
know, had she lived, Nigel would never 
have owned Fernland ; she would have 
been the rightful possessor." 
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"Indeed, Birkmyre, it may be she, for 
just about that time this child was brought 
to one of my servants' houses, and left on 
the door-step. A letter accompanied her, 
and a locket. Look ! she has some such 
ornament on." 

" She has, my lord. I will go and 
take a look at it while she is with Nigel." 

" Permit me, Miss Garrett," said he, 
crossing over, " to look at that pretty 
little ornament. Heavens ! " exclaimed 
he, looking steadfastly at the likeness ; 
" my cousin, and his wife, too. Poor 
Lucy ; how sad was her end! There is 
no doubt, my dear, about your parentage. 
I am related to you. Come over to Lord 
Kelly. Ah ! Nigel, let her go : my poor 
fellow, you will be disinherited. Lady 
Kelly, I could almost say this is Miss 
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Verriott, the rightful possessor of Fern- 
land." 

" Never ! never! " exclaimed the fright- 
ened girl. "I would not like to leave 
my mother. Let me go home, please." 

4< We will go, my darling," said the old 
gentleman, " and hear all the particulars." 

John told all, not even withholding 
Nelly's triumph at getting the child, or 
the generous kindness of Lady Kelly, but 
could give no clue as to who left her. 

They then returned to the ball-room, 
happy and glad. Lord Nigel devoted all 
his attention to Eva, and -found, before 
leaving, he had quite lost his heart. 

For some weeks following they were 
greatly thrown into one another's society, 
and the end was, that it soon became 
known they were to be joint owners of 
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Fernland — Flora purposing, on the same 
day that witnessed their nuptials, to plight 
her troth to his cousin, in the pretty little 
village chapel. 

A splendid day in July found a perfect 
galaxy of beauty and fashion assembled 
there, to attend the bridal ceremony. 
Every eye is fixed on Sir Nigel's beauti- 
ful bride, as on the arm of humble John 
Garrett she entered the chapel ; and as 
the last words were uttered that made 
her feel her happiness complete, she 
stepped over to her lowly mother, and 
imprinted a fond kiss on her lips, as the 

* 

old woman tenderly exclaimed " My angel 
child !" 

As they returned from the church, (for 
John and his wife had to return to the 
great house, " sad against their inclina- 
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tion,") a handsome middle-aged lady took 
Nelly's arm. " One word with you, kind 
Mrs. Garrett. It was I brought you your 
treasure. I knew your worth, found out 
your want, and I thought on that bitter 
cold night you would shelter and care for 
the poor forlorn babe, that I had just 
taken from her dead parents. Circum- 
stances rendered it imperative the child 
should be hid. That is all past now. 
You have nobly fulfilled your duty, and 
God has blessed you." 

Much happiness was in store for the old 
couple. Sir Nigel had a pretty cottage 
erected for them, and they spent their 
last days in ease and comfort beside their 
beloved children, — Nelly counselling all 
her friends " Never to refuse what the 
good angel leaves on Christmas Eve." 
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Eeader, we too are expecting soon to 
see the close of the year. Perhaps it 
may not be an outward blessing we are 
going to receive, but we may all, by faith, 
have the " Son of Eighteonsness " abiding 
in our hearts. 




EDITH'S BLESSING. 




IHE shades of evening had closed 
around the small manufacturing 
town of Swanston; everything 
seemed still, except an occa- 
sional solitary footstep, and the heavy 
tread of the watchman, as he slowly 
wended his way along the deserted streets. 
The door of one of the grand square 
houses in Eton Crescent closed with a 
loud noise, and a small page issued forth, 
running at full speed, never stopping till 
he reached Trawlee Place, where a large 
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plate announced the residence of Dr. 
Greenly. 

As he hastily ascended the flight of 
steps and rang the hell with great force, 
the doctor, a tall elegant man of middle 
age, appeared at his side. 

" Well, John ! is your master worse to- 
night ? " 

" Yes, sir, he is become very ill. Missus 
asked me to run over and tell you she is 
afraid his end is near." 

" Tell Mrs. Vanfly I will be along in a 
few minutes ; and please, John, have the 
door open, not to detain me, as I am very 
tired, and sadly in need of rest." 

" All right, doctor, your wishes will be 
strictly attended to. Good-night ; " and 
so saying, the sharp little lad ran back to 
the house. Mrs. Vanfly was anxiously 
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waiting his return, and felt relieved that 
the doctor would immediately come. 

"I fear," said she, on his entrance, 
" Claude will not live many hours now, 
he seems terribly exhausted," But she 
had calculated too great a length of time, 
for on their approaching the bed he seemed 
as if in profound slumber, but the prac- 
tised eye of the physician saw at a 
glance it was "the sleep that knows 
no waking." 

" He is gone, dear madam. What a 
blessed relief for you all," he was about 
to add, but the agonized expression of the 
wife's countenance arrested him, and 
he merely remarked, "Well for him to 
be released from so much pain." After 
getting sufficient help called, the good 
doctor took his leave, grieving over the 
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blighted life that had just been summoned 
to the last account. 

Claude Vanfly was the only son of the 
proprietor of Carintile, a large estate some 
miles from Swanston, and as his three 
sisters were six or seven years older, he 
was much idolized by them all. Clever, 
good-hearted, and fond of all amusement 
as a boy, he won every heart. His 
mother was proud of him, and looked 
forward with much pleasure to the time 
when* he would be a comfort to them all. 
His father was well advanced in years; 
his present position was all of his own 
making. He entered Swanston at first as 
a boy in the large cotton manufactory of 
Messrs. Kose and Maitland ; where, by 
his good behaviour, noted truthfulness of 
character, and strict honesty, he rapidly 



edith's Blessing. 125 

rose to be head clerk in the establish- 
ment, and his services were so much 
appreciated that rather than lose him 
they increased his present salary, and 
gave him a share in the business, which 
became all his own on the death of the 
partners. He had made a large fortune, 
with part of which he purchased this 
estate, and thought of retiring as soon as 
his son was old enough to take his place. 
Claude soon after reached his twenty- 
first year, and his father resigned in his 
favour. 

His mother had set her heart on his 
marrying the daughter of the master of 
Annesly, and thought she had succeeded ; 
but having gone to visit his uncle at 
Leeds, he became so enraptured with a 
young cousin of Mr. Pyle's, who had 
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lately been left an orphan, that he deter- 
mined no other should be his wife. His 
father stormed, and threatened to disown 
him ; his mother grieved over it, and 
entreated him ; even his sisters remon- 
strated, knowing that their father would 
keep his word, at whatever cost to them 
or himself. 

But it was all of no avail, as he made 
known to them his decision to be married 
as soon as a house could be put in proper 
order. • 

On his marriage his father at once cast 
him off, and strictly forbade any commu- 
nication with his mother or sisters. 

They enjoyed much domestic happi- 
ness for about ten years, and the six little 
children who gladdened their hearts were 
regarded as special blessings. At this 
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time lie formed the acquaintance of Mr. 
Riltree, who so completely led him away 
that he spent most of his time and money 
outside, till he was brought home and 
laid on that bed, from which, as our story 
opens, he has just been summoned to his 
last account. 

When his affairs were investigated, they 
were found in a very bad state ; but still, 
it was hoped, there would be sufficient to 
provide comfortably for them all by having 
an efficient manager for the work, and 
giving him a share in the business, so 
that they might still reside in their house 
with a smaller suite of servants. 

Mr. Pyle, Claude's uncle from Leeds, 
came over, and helped with the arrange- 
ments. He felt sorry for the mother 
and young family, and tried all in his 
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power to arrange matters satisfactorily 

for them. 

He even went to old Mr. Vanfly, but it 

was of no avail ; and about a fortnight 

later the old gentleman was found dead 

in the library. He left his estate and 

fortune to be equally divided between his 

three daughters, and the widow and family 

were not even mentioned. 

" I feel annoyed, Edith," said Mr. Pyle 
to Mrs. Vanfly ; "he might have re- 
lented." 

"He ought to have done so, uncle. 
We can scarcely imagine any parent 
treating hi3 only son so unjustly." 

" True, dear ; yet you know he was 
greatly disappointed and mortified at his 
conduct. But after all, the ruined life of 
poor Claude is to be laid at his door. 
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Death sometimes melts very hard hearts, 
but it seems only to have hardened his." 

Mr. Pyle left to return home next 
morning, after seeing their affairs as well 
settled as he could arrange at present, 
and Mrs. Vanfly was once more left alone 
with her young family. Her eldest son 
was a quiet boy, though at the same time 
the second son was more generally loved. 
Her eldest daughter was quite a little 
invalid, and it was delightful to see the 
sympathy that existed between Fred and 
her. Nothing was a trouble to him where 
she was concerned. He would even leave 
his play if his presence could add to her 
happiness. The other members of the 
family were mere infants. 

Dr. Greenly enjoyed the largest share 
of the practice in Swanston — perhaps the 
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wealthiest portion of the inhabitants ; the 
other two medical men both being mnch 
younger. 

His father was called to be minister of 
the southern Established Church when 
the doctor wsDs only six years old, so in a 
manner he had lived there the greater 
part of his life, and was well known. 

He married, some thirteen years ago, 
the only daughter of Mr. Stoker, of Ever- 
ton, with whom he received ten thousand 
pounds. She was a very amiable lady, 
but for the last four years had been quite 
an invalid. They had three children, 
and the friendship that subsisted between 
the two families was very pleasing to 
witness. We find them now all assem- 
bled round the couch on which reclined 
little Violet, Mrs. Vanfly's invalid child, 
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Fred listening with rapt attention to hear 
of her beautiful dreams, which she com- 
menced thus : — 

" Last night, Freddy, I dreamt I was 
in a large garden beside such beautiful 
flowers, and there was one lovely spot of 
grass, green, green. I sat down, for I 
thought I could walk. 

" There were a great many little chil- 
dren like me. One of them, a fine boy, 
with eyes just like yours when you look 
at me so kindly, said, l Violet, do you 
like flowers ? ' I told him how fond I was 
of them, and how you gathered so many 
for me, but that I had never seen such 
lovely flowers as grew there, nor dresses 
so pure and white as each had on. 

" He said, * Perhaps you will soon come 
here, and you will find that these flowers 
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are the good deeds done for Jesus on 
earth : they all blossom in heaven.' 

" I wept, Freddy, for what had I done 
for Jesus ? And just then a bright angel 
came and stood before me. 

" c Little Violet/ he said, c why do you 
weep ? ' 

" I cried more and more. Then he 
lifted me up, and- 1 heard a voice say, 
c He will carry the lambs in his bosom.' 
And I wept again, and said, What had I 
done for Jesus ? 

" l You are a little weak girl,' said he, 
1 but you are patient, and gentle, and 
bear your trouble well, — is not that 
something ? ' and, Freddy, I then woke 
up to find I was here, still lame." 

" Dear me, Violet, what jolly dreams 
you have. Do you know I always feel 
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when I sit beside you I am not Fred 
Vanfly but a real good fellow.' ' 

" Ah, Fred, if you would just try you 
could always be a dear boy." 



Over a period of eight years how many 
changes happen in a small family; but 
in the present instance we find them 
much as when we left, with the excep- 
tion of added years and very prosperous 
circumstances. 

Charlie is now a fine young man, in- 
stalled in his father's business, seemingly 
possessed of every quality the fondest 
parent's heart can wish — good-natured, 
and devoted to his mother. 

Fred has grown very handsome, quite 
lost his coarse appearance, and, to the 
astonishment of all, is studying for the 
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ministry. How this change came over 
him no one could make out. The young- 
est son Claude has reached the age of 
ten ; contrary to all expectations, he has 
quite got over his nursery spoiling, and bids 
fair to be a credit to them all. As to the 
girls, they too have grown well ; but we 
still find .Violet an invalid, wonderfully 
preserved, but very weak. Dr. Greenly 
has no hope of her living many days. 

" Please, mamma, is it to-night Fred 
comes home for his holidays ? How much 
I have missed him, dear boy ! " 

" I am sure you have, Violet," said her 
mother, tenderly kissing her. 

" I am wearying, mamma, to have one 
of our old cosy chats about my long 
journey, and I am glad he will be here 
when I set off." 
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" Dear girl, it will not be very long till 
you have the blessedness of enjoying that 
perfect peace." 

" Ah ! mamma, sometimes I long to be 
with Jesus. I have just the feeling that 
He is holding my hand, and helping me 
on — so undeserving as I am of such 
love." 

" My dear child, we all sadly come 
short of any good thing; yet, is it not 
wonderful, considering the freeness and 
fulness of Christ's love, how many 
thrust it aside as a thing not to be de- 
sired?" 

"How I love Jesus, mamma! but I 
have never been placed in any unfavour- 
able position to draw me away." 

Just then Mr. Burton, their good old 
minister, came in. 
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"Well, how is my young lady to-day ? " 

" Fast, fast going home, dear Mr. 
Burton. I'll be waiting to welcome you 
there. If Fred were only here ! I have 
such a longing to see him; there is no 
one else I can tell my beautiful dreams 
to. He just seems my other self." 

" He will be here in a couple of hours, 
I think. Tell me, dear child, are you 
still clear and happy in the prospect of 
that house of many mansions ? '* 

" Yes, dear sir, I feel it sure. ' Thanks 
be to God, which giveth us the victory, 
through our Lord Jesus Christ.' And I 
believe, and firmly trust Him, as r dear 
Mr. Burton, I feel this is the last loving 
assurance I will be spared to give you, of 
my fixed, firm trust in Jesus-niy rock 
and my strength." 
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She lay back utterly exhausted, but 
held out her hand, which he reverently 
kissed. 

" Farewell, my darling; if we never 

meet here again, we will have a joyful 

reunion in ' our Father's house.' " 

He shook hands with her mother, Lily 

waiting for him at the door. 

" Violet won't be long here now, Lily. 
What a life of suffering she has had : yet 
I don't believe I ever saw a happier girl. 
Try, my dear child, to follow her steps ; 
and do not let the flattery that lovely face 
will draw spoil you. Always remember, 
some day you will have that last journey 
to begin, and live as if you were to die 
to-morrow. Good-bye, dear 1 " 

He had spoken truly. Lily was very 
beautiful : her dark hair hung in grace- 
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ful ringlets ; sparkling black eyes and 
delicate complexion made every one re- 
mark what a splendid woman she would 
he. 

As Mr. Burton had predicted, Fred 
arrived at the end of two hours, and after 
partaking of some refreshment, went up 
stairs with Louie to Violet's room. 

iC Here is our long-expected brother, 
now," said Louie; "he is feeling very 
tired." 

"Well, Violet, here I am, with some 
marks of merit : you see, as I am grow- 
ing older, I am increasing my wisdom. 
Had poor old nurse lived, she would have 
lifted up her hands with astonishment." 

" Dear, dear Fred 1 I would not have 
you different from what you are: you 
have been a true, loving brother to me. 
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Dear boy, you must be a great comfort to 
mamma, when I am gone. Speak a kind 
word to Lily ; she is very thoughtless some- 
times, dear : tell her about Jesus, and be 
earnest yourself. Do not let it be your 
aim to please the world only; but when 
you are a minister, try to have a great 
harvest of souls gathered in for the 
Saviour. And mind, Fred, you of all the 
rest, ' I charge to meet me in heaven ! ' " 

Fred leant his head on the bed and 
sobbed aloud. He knew she must soon 
die, for the very seal seemed stamped 
on her brow. 

"Tell Charlie to rouse up; he is fa* 

too calm. He should try to be more real. 
Mind too, dear boy, the little ones. But 
Fred, don't cry, just listen to my last 
beautiful dream ! I thought I was stand- 
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ing in an extensive meadow ; there was a 
smooth river flowing through, and you 
were with me. What I thought so lovely- 
was one group of lilies, and another of 
daisies. Further on I saw a bright angel. 
He came forward and asked me if we 
would like to stay there ? I said ' yes '; and 
then he took us to a splendid gate, all 
covered with pearls. I wanted to go in, 
for I had lost you, but he said, c Not till to- 
morrow,' — ' to be for ever with the Lord/ 
Dear Freddy, please call mamma." 

She held out a hand to each, pressed 
them, and murmured "Farewell, dears — 
oh ! that precious blood ! " and her pure 
spirit passed away. 

One more jewel had gone home to 
sparkle on her Saviour's crown ; but there 
was a sad blank in a happy household. 
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Fred's grief was dreadful, they could 
hardly force him from her side ; but Dr. 
Greenly, who had been hastily summoned, 
took him kindly by the hand. 

"Try to be calm, my boy; you may 
cause your mamma to be very ill — try and 
rest a little." 

Charlie had been called home. " Dear 
me," he said, on entering, " what a shock 
I have got ! ' ' 

"Dear, dear Violet, she was my good 
angel. However will I do without her ? " 

" Take it calmly, Fred; poor girl, she 
was ready for her happy change. Did 
she mention me ? ' ' 

" Yes; she said, * Tell him to rouse up 
and be more real.' " 

" What could she mean, Fred? " 

" I think she thought you were living 
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in one smooth gliding dream, and she 
would like to see you up and doing. If 
you had heard how she counselled me on 
faithfulness in my calling ! I trust I shall 
never forget it." 

Mrs, Vanfly and her two daughters 
now came in, followed by Claude, who 
was weeping bitterly. 

"How sudden it was at last, Charlie: 
how she wearied for Fred ; and to think 
she only lived two hours after his 
arrival." 

In a few days her remains were laid 
beside her father. The good minister 
preached a funeral sermon the Sunday 
following. He spoke of her remarkable 
life ; so very consistent, loving, and gentle ; 
the unhesitating testimony she gave of 
the Saviour's love; and in conclusion, 
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earnestly urged the young early to con- 
secrate themselves to the Lord. 

The week following Violet's funeral, 
Fred met Willie Greenly, who insisted 
upon his coming over to tea. 

" I was just thinking of going along to 
see Mabel. I doubt she will be imagining 
I have neglected her : I have felt so very 
dull that I could not force myself out till 
to-day." 

" No, no, Fred, she does not think any 
such thing ; but, man, I'm afraid Charlie 
is going in for her ! " 

"It's too bad of him, Willie ; he is all 
ready, while 1 have two years to work; 
and then if I do not get a good set 
down " 

" Never fear, old boy : l Faint heart 
never won fair lady.' " 
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They both entered the drawing-room, 
where they found Mrs. Greenly reclining 
on a couch. Seated by her side was a 
young lady of eighteen, very tall, and 
pleasant-looking, a niece of the doctor's. 
Helen Eay was an orphan, and intended 
remaining as long as they were willing. 

" Nelly," said Willie, " this is my par- 
ticular clerical friend, Fred ; you must 
respect him for my sake." 

"I am very happy to make Mr. Vanfly's 
acquaintance." 

" How is your mamma, to-night?" said 
Mrs. Greenly. " I wish I could go and 
see her. Tell her my will is to be with 
her ; and when she is able, I would like 
her to come and see me." 

Here Ada rushed into the room, fol- 
lowed by Mabel. 
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"How are you, Fred? It's jolly you 
are back. Mabel won't cry any more, 
you dear old fellow I " 

"Hush! hush! dear," said Helen, as 
she perceived Mabel's agitation. "You 
will make Mr. Vanfly quite nervous." 

"Dear Mabel!" whispered Fred, "how 
I wearied to see you. Every day you 
are growing more lovely." 

She seemed very happy, and he felt as 
if in Paradise. 

Willie beckoned him over, and said, — 

" Papa and mamma are so taken up 
with your saint brother, that I am afraid, 
if my sister does not consent to be en- 
gaged to him, they will be displeased. 
She hates him, I can see that, and I 
know you have all her love ; but with 
Nelly's help we will try and put him out, 

10 
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so do not fear; and, old boy," continued 
he, " I am going to tell you a secret. 
In two years I will be ready for my pro- 
fession. I am to settle here, and, if God 
spares us, Nelly is to be my wife. It 
is not her money that has captivated me; 
I love her dearly; and it's my next best 
wish you should have Mabel. Man, she 
is just made for you. That cool-blooded 
fellow would kill her in a month/ ' 

li Come over here, dear," said Willie 
to his sister. "Fred is not comfortable 
so far away." 

And so saying, he crossed over to a 
seat near Nelly. 

" Dearest Mabel, what a pleasure it is 
to be near you again ! Are you happy to 
see me?" 

"Happy, Fred! I just feel as if my 
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cup was filled to overflowing. When 
Willie told me you were coming, it just 
seemed as if summer was returning. 

" And you were in time to see Violet, 
dear girl. She seemed so happy to go. 
How she longed for you." 

" She told me you made up for my 
ahsence. She knew, dear one, how ten- 
derly I loved you. Will you be true to 
me in the midst of all difficulties ?" 

"I know what you mean, Fred dear: 
I will be true till death.' ' 

Here the door opened, and Mr. Charles 
Vanfly was announced, followed by the 
doctor himself. 

"I am glad you have come, Charlie,' ' 
said Willie. " Nelly has just been won- 
dering if the moon ever feels tired.' ' 

"A difficult problem to solve, Miss 
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Kay; perhaps Mabel might help" — and 
he turned his eyes in that direction. 
" She has my worthy brother beside her; 
it may be, in his wonderful researches, 
he may have made it out." 

" Come over here, Mabel, and assist 
Charlie," says mamma. 

"I consider it very rude of Mr. Charles 
bringing in other people to solve a pro- 
blem. I expected him to do so alone," 
said Helen. 

Mabel said the moon was out of her 
way altogether, and Fred remarked the 
sun was more his study. 

A servant came in and handed a note 
to Nelly. 

" You know, uncle," she said, on read- 
ing it, " aunt kindly permitted me to ask 
Ella Stanhope, from Manchester, to visit 
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me here. She writes, * we may expect 
her on Friday. 

"How old is she, Nelly? I used to 
know her mother, long ago." 

" I think, about nineteen : she is very 
like Mabel in complexion, not nearly so 

sweet though." 

" That's flattery, Mabel; but not over 
done," said Charlie. 

"It's the truth, sir, though I say 
it: I never saw a sweeter face than 

Mabel's." 

"I am afraid I will have to go," said 

r 

Fred. " Mamma will be all alone." 

" I will follow in a short time," re- 
marked Charlie. 

Willie comforted him by assuring him 
of Nelly's sympathy, and the promise of 
her assistance to outdo Charlie. 
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" Good-night, — pleasant dreams;" and 
Fred set his face homewards. 

" Were you wearying, mamma ? I did 
not know Charlie was going to the doc- 
tor's, or I would have remained with 
you." 

" No, no, dear ! I think Charlie is 
courting Mabel. I can make as much 
out ; yet Violet told me her love was all 
yours. Is it so, my son ? " 

" Love her, mamma! I adore her, and 
Charlie knows that well. He is a shabby 
fellow." 

" Charlie is very smooth, Fred; yet I 
can fancy she would be happier with you. 
I hope there may be no quarrel between 
you." 

Charlie returned home about two hours 
later in high spirits. 



I 
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"I waited to have a talk with Dr. 
Greenly, mamma — I had arranged to 
meet him at nine ; — and he is quite willing 
I should try to win Mabel for my wife." 

" Are you quite sure she cares for you, 
dear ? Never marry without your wife's 
love, however willing her parents may 
be." 

"Why should she not think much of 
me ? I can offer her a comfortable home, 
a good income, and I admire her exceed- 
ingly. I would give her every honour." 

" Ah ! Charlie ; Mabel, if I judge 
aright, would need more than that. She 
is a sensitive, loving girl ; such a matter- 
of-fact life would kill her. She would 
need a warmer love than you have to 
give." 

" Well, mamma, I will consider it, 
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though the doctor seemed quite delighted, 
you know. It would be a good marriage 
for her ; and I am sure you would offer 
no objection." 

" Certainly not, my dear; though I 
should grieve to see the happiness of both 
wrecked, as I fear it would be." 

"I never heard you speak so before; 
you must have some reason ? ' ' 

" Only your happiness, my boy ; but it 
is getting very late. I forgot to mention, 
dear, I had a letter this forenoon from 
your aunt, Mrs. Bickerston. They have 
returned from Toronto, and are going 
now to reside in London. She kindly 
invites Lily there, to attend school for a 
year. She will bear all expenses. They 
have no daughter, only two sons ; and 
Lily, you know, is her namesake. I must, 
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however, see what Mr. Barton thinks 
of it; for Lily is such a giddy child, 
though Fred says there is no fear of 
her." 

"Fred is just rather go-ahead ; he does 
not see things in a right light, trusts to 
everyone, and never thinks of weighing 
the matter beforehand.' ' 

"He is very affectionate, Charlie; if 
he once makes a friend he never loses 
him. Just look how Lily and Louie 
cling to him." 

"He spoils those girls; encourages 
them in every vanity, will go any length 
they wish ; and, should I interfere, cuts 
me up so dreadfully I am quite glad to 
be quiet." 

"Good-night, dear;" and the two 
parted for the night. 
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On Saturday Willie called to take his 
two friends over to dinner. On entering 
the drawing-room, they were met by 
Helen, who introduced them both to her 
friend, Miss Stanhope. 

Ella rose, and Fred thought how well 
she had been described. Taller than 
Mabel, she had the same clear blue eyes, 
and fair hair ; but the sweet sunny smile 
was wanting. She was more still and 
cold, but had the power of attracting 
everyone to her side. 

At dinner, Helen got seated beside 
Charlie. 

u What do you think of my friend, Mr. 
Vanfly ? Is she not very pretty ? But, 
you see, I was right : she wants Mabel's 
sweetness." 

" She does ; but she is more beautiful." 
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"I grant she is, though I admire Mabel 
most, Ella will be very rich on her mar- 
riage. She is entitled to seven hundred 
a-year." 

"A large sum for so young a girl. She 
is very unassuming." 

" She will be married before long, Mr. 
Yanfly ; the young men all run so much 
after her. I hope she will get a quiet 
husband : strange, it has just now struck 
me what a splendid pair Ella and you 
would make." 

"You flatter me, Miss Bay," he said. 
" Perhaps Miss Stanhope might not be 
of the same opinion." 

a I am not so sure of that ; but who- 
ever wins her will have a happy home. ,, 

In the evening Charlie seemed quite 
enraptured. She was a splendid musician, 
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and could sing well. Mabel was quite 
forgotten, and Helen overjoyed. 

The next evening Charlie called, and 
all the time of Ella's visit he was seldom 
absent from Trawlee Place. 

Fred had returned to college, so there 
was no check upon him. Dr. Greenly 
did not like to see him neglect his 
daughter ; but observing she was rather 
happy than otherwise, he took no more 
notice. 

One evening, the day before Ella in- 
tended going home, Helen, spying Charlie 
coming, looked to Mabel to retire ; and 
handing Ella a book of engravings, 
said, — 

"Look at these, dear, till I assist Mabel 
a little." 

She had scarcely left the room, when 
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Charlie was ushered into the drawing- 
room. 

" I have long wished a little talk with 
you alone, Miss Stanhope, and fate seems 
to have favoured me to-night. I admire 
and love you so much that I cannot stay 
away. Do you think you could love me 
sufficiently to be my wife, and live here, 
away from all your friends ? Your happi- 
ness would be the one care of my life. 
Say, dear Ella ! " 

" I love you very much, Charlie, and 
have never met anyone before I think I 
could live so happily with." 

" My darling,' ' said Charlie, as he 
passed his arm round, and lovingly kissed 
her. " Whenever you are at Manchester 
I will come at once, and see if your 
father will part with his treasure to 
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me. Will you write at once, dear 
one?" 

Here Helen entered unperceived, look- 
ing greatly amused at her success. 

" Perhaps I have come at an incon- 
venient time ? " said she. 

"Not at all, Miss Kay." 

Ella was much too confused to speak. 
The doctor came in at the same minute. 

" What's the matter, Ella ? You must 
have got cold, you are so flushed ; we 
must not send you home ill." 

"Bother! uncle," whispered Helen, 
as she pulled him to the window. "I 
believe Charlie has been putting the 
important question, and I'm sure it's 
settled." 

Dr. Greenly laughed aloud. 

" Do you know, Charlie, Helen says 
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you and Ella have settled an important 
question." 

" She is right for once, sir," said 
Charlie: "should her papa consent,, she 
has promised to be my wife." 

" I am right glad to hear of it, my boy : 
young men are best to be early wedded, 
when their circumstances allow." 

Mr. Stanhope was quite pleased with 
his daughter's choice. Charlie was made 
much of during his visit by all her con- 
nections, and the only stipulation the 
father made, was that six months must 
elapse before the marriage took place. 

The money she would inherit came 
from her mother's uncle, who never could 
endure Mr. Stanhope, and left it to be 
paid down on Ella's marriage day to her 
husband ; so that the old gentleman 
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might not have the pleasure of spending 
it, 

Mrs. Yanfly was quite pleased at this 
happy termination to her fears, and 
assisted Charlie in furnishing a newly- 
erected villa which he purchased a few 
miles out of town. 

Fred was overjoyed, and prosecuted his 
studies with great vigour. 

In the meantime, with the doctor's 
advice and Mr. Burton's approval, Lily 
was sent to London to spend a year with 
her aunt. 

Her mamma missed her sadly, but 
wonderfully soon Louie filled her place, 
declaring she would always stop at home. 

Mrs. Vanfly had written to Mrs. 
Biokerston, telling of Charlie's marriage, 
and they promised to be present on the 
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happy occasion. They all admired Lily, 
and promised to take great care of her. 

The morning of the sixteenth of 
August has dawned in Manchester, and 
we find Charlie, his mother and brother, 
along with Mr. and Mrs. Bickerston, who 
have brought Lily and their eldest son 
along with them. 

Mr. Pyle too, and his good lady are 
there, and he seems brimful of happiness. 

" I feel so very happy, Edith, to see you 
in close friendship with Claude's sister, 
and your dear son forming so desirable 
a connection. " 

" Dear Mr. Pyle, I am so grateful. 

Charlie has been a good son, yet I am 

« 

glad to lose him, because I think his 
character will improve much with a 
loving wife beside him." 

11 
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"He is too smooth: did I not know 
him so well I would say he is heartless." 

"Is it not very pleasant, Mr. Pyle," 
said Mrs. Bickerston, entering, "to be 
near my dear brother's widow and family ? 
I have often longed to help them ; had 
I been in England sooner we would have 
been older friends." 

The carriages now drove up for the 
marriage. Lily had to be admired, Mr. 
Bickerston declaring she was the finest 
girl in England; and certainly in her 
bridesmaid's dress of white silk wreathed 
with forget-me-nots, she looked radiantly 
beautiful. 

The marriage was quite a success : the 
bride looked lovely, and the bridegroom 
manly and composed. 

Shortly after, the interesting couple 
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set off for the Continent, where they 
intended spending two months. 

Mrs. Vanfly returned home next day 
alone, Fred having gone back to his 
college labours, and their London friends 
promising to be at Swanston on Charlie's 
home coming. They all parted in the 
best of friendship. 

Helen and Mabel were waiting for her 
at the station, wishful to hear all news, 
as they had both been prevented by 
illness from being present at the 
ceremony. 

"I am so glad it is all over," said 
Helen. ."I shall feel quite comfortable 
now about Fred." 

" So do I, dear; I felt rather alarmed 
for fear of any dissension between them, 
but it has all ended well." 
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Three years have passed and gone. 
Now we find our young friend Fred has 
become a very popular preacher; his 
time at college has been well spent, he 
being a very distinguished student, and 
he is now returning home to rest for a 
short time, as his services are in great 
request. 

Charlie has driven over to the station 
to meet him, and his mother is thinking 
time passes slowly, so eager is she to 
clasp him to her heart. 

"Well, Fred, how are you?" said 
Charlie. " The train surely is late to- 
day? Welcome home again." 

" We were detained at the last station, 
owing to a slight accident to one of the 
railway guards: but how are mamma 
and Ella ? " 
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" Mamma is well, wearying to see 
you. Ella is wonderfully strong to-day. 
Fred, there is some news for you: we 
have a couple of fine nephews to show 
you, who only arrived last night." 

" What joy for you, dear brother ! 
Do you recollect how you used to lecture 
me ? Try to rule them by love, and it 
will improve yourself as well." 

" Thank you, Fred ; I suppose now the 
tables are turned, and you are to be the 
moralizer." 

" Ah, Charlie, there is mamma at the 
window." 

" My dear boy, how glad I am to see 
you! I have counted the hours since 
morning." 

" How pleasant to be home once more, 
mamma. How are you all? — but here 
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the olive branches come ! Lily is splen- 
did, and how much improved both Louie 
and Claude are. What a comfort ! " 

"Fred, dear, old Mr. Burton is dying : 
he got a severe cold last winter, and 
this November it returned with such 
force that he ruptured a blood-vessel. 
He has often been asking for you, but 
is now too weak to see anyone.' ' 

In the evening Fred went over to 
Trawlee Place, and was gladly welcomed 
by Willie, now young Dr. Greenly. 

" So, old boy, you are back again ? 
Nelly, come and see our old friend in his 
new dress." 

" Don't suppose for a moment I am so 
curious, Fred, though I am delighted to 
see you again/ ' said Nelly; "but here 
comes Mabel." 
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Fred clasped her to his heart. 

"Dear me, Fred," said the old gentle- 
man, who had entered unperceived, 
" that is wholesale love, I doubt ; I will 
need to call you to account 1 You know 
you clergymen are rather up to all these 
manoeuvres, so take care." 

"Never mind, papa," says Willie, 
"young lovers are all so gushing/' 

"A bad state of matters, Nelly, if 
his love is to wax colder as he grows 
older." 

" We will find the means then of 
making it grow warmer, uncle ; or perhaps 
our worthy young minister will lecture 
him on the duty of being consistent," 

"Is it not sad, Fred," Mrs. Greenly 
remarked, " we are to lose our valued 
minister ? He just seems one of ourselves, 
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bo very kind and interested he appeared 
in all our concerns." 

" Mamma says he is oyer eighty, — it 
is such a great age; one would almost 
wonder how he can so ably discharge his 
duties." 

" I am just going over to see him, 
Mary," and so saying the doctor dis- 
appeared. 

The evening passed pleasantly away; 
Mabel looked very happy, and Fred was 
delighted. 

" Mamma," Doctor Greenly remarked, 
as he slowly entered the room, a short 
time after, " poor Burton has entered 
into his rest." 

" It must have been sudden at the end, 
dear?" 

" It was so. His wife had just sat down 
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beside him, and he was beginning to 
repeat that beautiful hymn 

* The pearly gates are open ' 

when he expired." 

"The old lady will be very lonely, 
now." 

" She will; but Netta Grey, her orphan 
niece, is going to stay with her, and her 
husband has left her very comfortable." 

It was a sad grief to the congregation 
and town generally, the death of the 
good old man; for amongst rich and 
poor he was esteemed and loved. He 
counted no labour too great for his 
Master's honour, and earnestly pleaded 
with the young early to enlist in the 
Saviour's service. 

His funeral was largely attended, each 
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one vying with the other in showing 
their respect and love for this holy man. 
His brother ministers did him all honour, 
mention being made of his death in 
every pulpit. 

Fred was asked to supply the vacancy, 
and the congregation were so enthusiastic 
about him, that when the necessary time 
of waiting was over, they unanimously 
elected him as their pastor. 

He accepted of the church after much 
hesitation and thought. How diligent he 
would require to be, properly to discharge 
the duties of such an important charge, 
his predecessor having been so earnest 
in his good work. 

It was a proud day for Fred's mother 
when she saw her son ordained in the very 
church that had witnessed his baptism. 
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"My boy," she said, in the evening 
after, " never till this day have I felt the 
promise so sweet, 1 1 am the husband of 
the widow, and the father of the father- 
less.' How well it has been fulfilled in 
our case." 

" To-day, mamma, I have thought 
much of Violet's life. She was the bright 
star God employed to guide me here : 
it was she who counselled me to win 
souls for Jesus; but what makes me 
sometimes so earnest, was the solemn ap- 
peal to meet her in heaven. But here 
comes Mabel. Who is that with her ? " 

" That young man is to be my son and 
your brother, by-and-bye, — Sir John 
Roberts' only child ; his father bought 
grandpapa's estate. He met Lily in 
London." 
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"Is he a promising young man, 
mamma ? will she be happy with him ? " 

"I trust so; but judge for yourself, 
as here they come." 

" I have brought a new friend for you, 
Fred, — Mr. Clarence Boberts." 

The young man frankly came forward, 
and both seemed highly pleased. 

" When did you return from London, 
Clarence ? " said Mrs. Vanfly. 

" Just two hours ago. I could not rest 
till I had seen Lily. Where is she? 
I met Miss Greenly on the road, I 
suppose on an errand similar to my 
own. I have a message also from Mrs. 
Bickerston : she expects to be here next 
week." 

Lily and Mabel came in together, and 
the evening was spent merrily. 
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Fred accompanied Mabel home, and 
they found Doctor Greenly in earnest 
conversation with Willie and Nelly. 

"Come away," said he, "you two 
lovers, and let us finish this never ending 
subject. These two I have got settled 
by making them a present of the house 
on the right side of me, and I am going, 
Mabel, to make Fred and you a gift of 
the one on the left. I suppose it will 
be long before Ada needs one, and she 
will fall heir to this. Now arrange 
quickly, — will the double marriage take 
place to-morrow ? ' ' 

A general laugh followed this observa- 
tion, Mrs. Greenly suggesting three 
months. However, they satisfactorily 
settled it by naming the month of July. 

" It's all right now, mamma; she is to 



174 EDITH'S BLESSING. 





be all my own in July ! " and then he told 
of her papa's handsome present. 

Mr. Bickerston felt pleased at his 
nephew's success, and when he heard 
of the large house, determined not to be 
outdone, and accordingly gave an order 
to have it furnished in splendid style. 



The marriage day has at last arrived. 
The town people are in great excitement 
about their young minister, and the good 
feeling displayed makes it very soothing 
to the mother's heart. 

The ceremony was performed by Mr. 
Gray, of Grantown Street church. 

Mabel and Helen were dressed exactly 
alike, the dresses, along with some very 
valuable ornaments, being presents from 
London. Lily and Ada were Mabel's 
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bridesmaids, but Helen would only have 
Louie. Of course Clarence Koberts was 
there, accompanied by his father, who, as 
soon as he spied Lily, asked when she 
was coming to be mistress of Carintile ? " 

" When Fred comes home," she 
replied ; " you know he must marry us 
first." 

The old man could not conceal his 
admiration of her, and spoke so much 
about his beautiful daughter, that Mr. 
Bickerston remarked Clarence would soon 
be very jealous of his attention. 

The two happy couples left in the after- 
noon, Willie to return in a month, but 
Fred intended remaining rather longer. 

Every one wished them great happi- 
ness, and on the return of each their 
welcome was joyous. 
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Lily's wedding, as arranged, was cele- 
brated on Fred's return; and after a 
prolonged absence, we find splendid 
decorations at the entrance to the estate. 

The deafening cheers that resound 
through the air, tell the assembled oom- 
pany that our young couple are nearly 
home. 

The old baronet moves to the door, 
down the broad steps ; and as the young 
wife steps out of the carriage fondly 
kisses her. 

" Welcome home, my dear daughter. 
I pray God your two lives may be thickly 
strewn with roses. Heaven bless you 
both!" 

She then moved forward on his arm, 
all the household being assembled in the 
hall. 
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" No wonder he is proud of the bonnie 
lamb/' said the housekeeper, Mrs. Wood: 
"if you could fancy angels walked the 
earth, you might mistake her for one." 

" God grant them great happiness I 
She looks good and gentle, but we know 
our young master is worthy of her," 
replied the trusty butler. 

Every one was pleased with Lily, her 
husband's relatives boasting everywhere 
of Clarence's good fortune. 

Mr. Pyle of course was there, very 
proud of his young friends, and happy to 
see the mother having such a pleasant 
end to all her anxieties. 

He remained up with her a short time 
after the visitors had retired to rest, to 
have a lengthened chat over the events 
of the past day. 

12 
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" Well, Edith," he said to Mrs. Vanfly, 
" you saw some storms and difficulties 
before you; yet seeking the help of a 
higher hand, you did not shrink from 
them, and have nobly fulfilled i a 
mother's trust.' May God bless you 
with the remaining two." 
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F ever I marry, uncle, it will 
be for love; I could not 
T tolerate a man who would 
wed me for money." 
"True, my dear," said Uncle Peter; 
" yet I could fancy a man might love 
you very much for yourself, and all the 
better for your money. I can prove it 
in this case : James Buchan is a steady 
young man, of good principles, yet not 
long enough established in business to 
have a very large income. Now, dear, 
your four thousand pounds would materi- 
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ally help him in keeping a comfortable 
home over your heads. At the same 
time, I feel certain that the young man 
holds you in great regard." 

" Nonsense, uncle ! " said Hilda ; 
" my money is all he cares for : let him 
have it ; I can do without him." 

" Come, now, child, this is absolute 
folly; marry him you must. I am an 
old man myself, and how, if death should 
overtake me now, would you feel, with 
your weak wavering mind exposed to 
every passing temptation ? " 

" The plain truth is, uncle, I will not 
have him ; so please let the matter rest." 

" Well ! well ! so be it, Hilda. If you 
act right, you will reap the good fruit ; 
if not, the after reflection will be all the 
more bitter." 
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Hilda Bruce was the orphan daughter 
of Peter Grey's sister. Her parents both 
died while she was still young, and her 
uncle adopted her as his daughter. He 
was a widower, with no family of his 
own, so she found a ready place in his 
heart and home. 

James Buchan, the young gentleman 
in question, was a merchant in the West 
India trade ; he was about twenty-seven 
years of age, very handsome, and pos- 
sessed of an amiable disposition. He 
wished to marry Hilda at once, and she 
had seemed quite willing; but now she 
looked as if some obstacle was in the 
way. 

"What can have gone wrong with 
your niece ? " said Mr. Buchan to Uncle 
Peter. 



1 82 TRUE GOLD. 



" I can scarcely tell, James, — some of 
these wayward caprices of the sex ; or 
perhaps that Mrs. Guthrie may he in- 
fluencing her for the sake of her own 
hr other." 

" Scarcely, sir; Jack is already engaged 
I fear it is not that. My cousin was 
warning me no good would come of the 
intimacy she has with that young gentle- 
man of strange character round the 
corner." 

"You don't mean to tell me, young 
man, my niece is forming unworthy 
acquaintances ? No ! she may be trifling, 
but she is truth itself." 

" Time will try, Mr. Grey : of course 
I don't know ; but I have given her my 
whole heart, and met with nothing in 
return but coldness and neglect." 
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" Come here, my child/ ' said Uncle 
Peter that same evening. " Is there any 
hindrance in the way of your marrying 
James ? I can scarcely imagine why 
you have given him up so suddenly. Is 
there any other you have set your heart 
on?" 

"How eould there be, uncle ?" said 
she, averting her tell-tale face. " Where 
could I meet with any friend ? " 

"Mind my words, Hilda: wed James 
at once ; he is an honest man, and your 
happiness would be secure with him; 
remain as you are, and when you are 
left alone you will feel sadly the need of 
a true friend.' f 

" All right, dear uncle, I will certainly 
attend to myself." 

She could have told him that morning 
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had found her in the little picturesque 
ivy- clad chapel close by, pledging her- 
self to be the "wife of a tall dark man, who 
haunted her every footstep. One day 
he had given her some slight help, when 
nearly run over by a passing vehicle. 
This had ripened into what she vainly 

imagined was love ; and against aU her 
better feelings, she consented to be his 
wife ; never stopping for one moment to 
consider who he was, or what was the 
motive he could have in marrying her : 
but alas! a few months discovered the 
sorrowful news. 

Her uncle, good man, died suddenly, 
and she was left alone. James Buchan 
pleaded with her to become his wife, pro- 
mising to prove a good husband to her. 
She sadly told him she was the bride of 
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another, — how, led wholly away by the 
feeling of romance, she had, unknown to 
her uncle, gone out early one morning 
and vowed before God to be the wife of 
Mr. Phillips ; and she supposed now she 
was to suffer the fruit of her disobedience. 

Her husband was not long in taking 
possession, and poor James dare not set 
his foot within the -door. He let her 
have no peace till she g&ve up her friends, 
and threatened her. with every misery if 
she did not join with -him in all his 
ways. 

" This house must be* sold, Hilda ; it is 
far too large^ and we <5an move about for 
a while." 

"Why, Patrick'? sell this iouse, that 
I have lived in -all my -.life ?— you -shall 
not ! " 
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" 1 shall though, my lady I I have the 
full control of your money ; I dare you to 
say one word against it." 

" I could do it, but I am ashamed to 
tell anyone of my misery-" 

" You are soon beginning your sorrows, 
my wife ; you were fond enough to do 
all I wished once. I suppose you must 
now be aware it was your money I 
wanted, not — but, " added he, seeing the 
sad look creep over her face, "I loved you 
in a small degree." 

" Patrick ! " firmly answered she, 
" never name that subject again. I see 
now I have rejected the true gold, for 
the mere glitter." 

He began now to spend her money 
freely, and as she foolishly would allow 
no friends to interfere, he went from 
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one extreme to another, till only a small 
part of it was left- 
He then set off for the Continent, taking 
her along with him. Here she fell 
dangerously ill, and he relaxed his un- 
kindness ; but gradually he returned, on 
her convalescence, to his old ways, and 
plunged again into a new course of 
dissipation, — this time telling her the 
money had all gone the previous evening, 
they were literally without a penny in 
the world. The next morning he was 
found drowned ; and borne home. Poor 
girl, she now bitterly repented her folly, 
and wished she had followed her uncle's 
advice ; but it was past, never to be 
recalled; and she earnestly bent her 
knee, and asked pardon of her heavenly 
Father for her great sin. 
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Their attached old friend, Signor 
Corrivi, on hearing of her heavy trial, 
called, and kindly took her to his home, 
where his good wife tried in every way 
to alleviate her sorrow. 

Hearing her speak of Mr. Buchan, he 
wrote, telling him of her sad circum- 
stances. 

He kindly sent word back to have 
every care taken of her, and as soon as 
he could leave Scotland he would come 
over. In the meantime, she was not 
to be apprised of his .knowledge of her 
distress. -One forenoon she had wan- 
dered out, dreaming * of her childhood's 
home, and was so, rapt in. thought as not 
to observe a smart little man pause 
suddenly before her. 

" Hilda,* don't you. recognise me.? " 
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" James Buchan ! " was all she could 
say, and fell senseless on the pavement. 

He got her conveyed home ; and after 
applying the usual restoratives, she came 
to herself again. 

" Poor little body ! " tenderly said he. 
" I am just the same as ever. It is only 
two months ago since your husband's 
death; but I am sure you never loved 
him. Link your fate with mine, dear, 
and we will return to Scotland . very 
happy." 

"Dear, dear James, if you can take 
a poor outcast like me, to your heart and 
home, I will strive to do my duty aright. 
Ah! my friend," continued she, "how 
often we go searching for the gold, while 
all the time it is lying in untold heaps 
before our eyes." 
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TRUE GOLD. 



" Very true, my wife elect ; our ex- 
perience has verified the saying < It is 
not all gold that glitters.' " 
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